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Vlon-Segregation wall the South 


A Southerner’s Point of View 


HE FIRST repercussions of Southern 

| sentiment toward the U. S. Su- 

preme Court’s decision against ra- 

cial segregation in public schools were 

not assuring; they bespoke varied coming 
resistance to that decision by force. 

A hither-to mild-speaking girl-neighbor 
of mine, a sixth-grade public-school pupil, 
said, “If negroes get into our class, we'll 
beat ’em up.” A friend, a minor official, 
aged and bed-ridden, had his wife write 
me, “The people of Alabama are very 
bitter.” Two commercial salesmen who 
had just traveled through South Carolina 
and Georgia, and one of whom had also 
been in Florida, reported all who had 
talked to them about the decision as say- 
ing they would not tolerate in their com- 
munities the races going together in the 
public schools. One of them, a native of 
New York, but now a prominent Repub- 
lican in this section of North Carolina 
added the opinion that the Court’s de- 
cision was very unfair to the South now 
expending, in rapid progress toward equal- 
ization of education between the races, a 
remarkable portion of its per capita in- 
come, and also very inconsiderate in that 
it would probably cause a resurgence of 
the Ku Klux Klan, recently thought to 
have been suppressed by State and Fed- 
eral Courts. Governor Talmadge’s out- 
burst was even a threat of armed resist- 
ance by Georgia to any attempts to 
enforce the decision. 

Quickly, though, apprehension that 
force of any kind would result from the 
decision died down. Why? Because of the 
South’s conviction that generally speak- 
ing the negroes themselves in the states 
they densely populate do not want co- 
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racial attendance in public schools. Two 
negro mothers I know, one employed in 
my home, the other in a house adjoining, 
agree that they want no such schools— 
that there would be abuse, quarreling, 
and fighting between the white and col- 
ored children. The negro principal of the 
consolidated school for his race here at 
Concord, N. C., is quoted as saying that 
not more than six or eight of his 800 
children would prefer being in a school 
with white and negro children. So prev- 
alent is the opinion in the middle and 
lower South that negroes do not want to 
attend co-racial schools, that it is avowed 
by most Southern Republicans who are 
not candidates for appointive Federal 
offices. The most eminent one of these, 
in my opinion, a lawyer who in time has 
had thousands of negro clients, who by 
frequent stays is unusually familiar with 
popular sentiment in many of the South- 
ern States, and who has made an untiring 
study of the problem of segregation in 
public schools, expresses the opinion that 
practically, the love of the negro for his 
own schools would solve the problem 
confronting the South. He says if these 
States, keeping their public schools as 
they are except by permitting negroes, 
if they so choose, to attend the white 
schools, only a few would even begin 
attendance there and that they would 
even soon return to their former schools. 
Administrative officials in the Southern 
States agree that the plan suggested above 
would be successful temporarily, but they 
fear that owing to uncertainties in politics 
—always with us—it might not in ap- 
proaching years, so they are planning 
differently. 
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The sentiments and actions of the States 
commonly classed as Southern vary and 
will vary much in proportion to the per- 
centages of Negro population they re- 
spectively have; these are by the census 
of 1950, disregarding fractions: Alabama 
31%; Arkansas 21%; Florida 21%; 
Georgia 31%; Kentucky 7%; Louisiana 
33%; Mississippi 41%; Missouri 8%; 
North Carolina 27%; Oklahoma 9%; 
South Carolina 40%; Tennessee 16%; 
Texas 13%; Virginia 25%; and West 
Virginia 5%. Evidently, Kentucky, Mis- 
souri, Oklahoma, and West Virginia have 
not—unless for sentimental reasons— 
much of a problem. The negroes in those 
States dwell mainly in groups in cities, 
so they can, if wished, be segregated as 
to school districts by “zoning,” which 
when reasonably done has a basis other 
than racial. 


Of the administrative heads of the 
Southern States now or soon to be, only 
two, the Governors of Missouri and Ar- 
kansas, have promised for their schools 
literal integration of the races, and the 
Governor of Arkansas has just been de- 
feated for renomination. The Governors 
of South Carolina, Louisiana, Mississippi, 
and Texas imply by their declarations 
that their States will avoid co-racial pub- 
lic schools by all lawful means. The Gov- 
ernors of Virginia, Tennessee, North Caro- 
lina, and South Carolina each deplore the 
U. S. Supreme Court’s decision, and 
counsel waiting on the detailed decrees 
for it scheduled for October, 1954, but 
have appointed commissions, and are 
consulting educational associations for 
guidance, their opinions to be submitted 
to the legislatures of those States. 


Except for Georgia, only Louisiana and 
Mississippi have passed legislation to 
counteract the U. S. Supreme Court’s 
ruling. They are submitting to their peo- 
ples constitutional amendments or statutes 
which would direct assignment of pupils 
to particular public schools, on the basis, 
not of the race of the pupil, but on that 
of the “Health and Morals” both of him, 
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the other pupils, and the community at 
large. In Louisiana the Parish (County) 
Superintendent is to do the assigning; in 
Mississippi, the County Board of Trustees. 
Evidently, there is no fear in these States 
that officers to assign pupils will suffer 
from “color” blindness. Whether the U. 
S. Supreme Court shares that confidence 
remains to be seen. The Court would be 
at least confronted with the problem, 
whether or not it will question motives 
of legislation on “Health and Morals,” 
subjects they have usually treated as well 
within the police power of the States. 
In any case, this legislation, if finally 
adopted by Louisiana and Mississippi may 
cause in Federal Courts, which usually 
await exhaustion of all possible relief in 
State tribunals, many and varied long 
delays in enforcement of racial non-segre- 
gation in public schools especially if, as 
is probably the case, the title and local 
control of each school is in a board of 
trustees, all of whom would have to be 
parties in obtaining complete enforcement. 
Doubtless anticipation of such possible 
legal perplexities as outlined above in- 
spired Mr. Max K. Gilstrap, Chief of 
Central News Bureau of the Christian 
Science Monitor, to declare in that news- 
paper (issue of July 31, ’54) after much 
travel in the South: “But it has become 
obvious to this correspondent that inte- 
gration can be realized only as local at- 
titudes will permit and by the measures 
best suited to the locality.” 


One effect of the tensions from varied 
and long-continued litigation concerning 
public schools in the South, would be 
resumption of negro emigration to the 
North and West, which from 1940 to 1950 
reached the enormous total of one million. 
None should want that, not the negroes 
themselves who are far healthier in South- 
ern climes, and now—at long last—getting 
living wages. 

Leaders in other Southern States will 
hardly permit their Legislatures to pro- 
pose such amendments or statutes as pre- 
liminarily offered in Louisiana and Mis- 
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sissippi, because of some doubt of their 
validity and much fear of complexities 
and delays they might cause. The thought- 
ful among the informed, however, agree 
that segregation of the negro and white 
pupils in the public schools of the South 
is a question of “Health and Morals.” 
Concerning that they claim that while 
American negroes may well equal white 
Southerners in brain capacity, and in 
capability of eventual development, the 
comparative statistics of crimes of passion, 
venereal and other contagious diseases, 
and of theft show that now negroes are 
unquestionably inferior to their white 
neighbors in control of emotions, passions, 
and desires, controls necessary to pro- 
gressive civilization. If asked ought not 
prompt remedies be applied for this in- 
feriority, these leaders would reply, “Un- 
questionably, but not by a co-mingling of 
children, themselves inexperienced and 
deficient in such control.” There is not 
space here now for comprehensive sta- 
tistics, but I will cite some just published, 
limited though they are in scope, of the 
county in the Carolinas with which I am 
most familiar, pertinent to alleged negro 
inferiorities. In that county, negroes, 
constituting practically one fourth of the 
population, for half a century have had 
owing to mission schools, public schools, 
and convenient neighboring colleges, ed- 
ucational advantages above the Southern 
average for their race, and for a quarter 
of a century, owing to large town popu- 
lations with numerous factories, have had 
employment advantages above that av- 
erage. The statistics of the county are to 
the effect that in proportion to population 
there are nine times as many illegitimate 
children born to Negroes as to Whites, 
and that negroes list for taxation only 
about one-fortieth as much property as 
whites. 


Owing to their convictions cited above, 
dominant political leaders of Southern 
States with dense negro population are 
determined their section shall not have 
public schools unsegregated as to both 
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race and sex, their objects being, first, 
to avoid the miscegenation of races and 
the spread of contagious diseases they 
believe such schools would tend to in- 
crease; the other, to avoid the racial strife 
they believe would result from mob-like 
bickerings, fights and riots between white 
and negro children of public school age. 


What legal means will the Southern 
States with dense negro populations whose 
Legislatures have not already acted, prob- 
ably take to avoid what they consider the 
ill effects of the U. S. Supreme Court’s 
decision? One resort—temporary—for 
those States which are not parties to the 
case in which the decision was made and 
which is still pending will be not to make 
themselves parties in it, and so delay 
being bound by it. Another, a neglected 
one as yet, would be an attempt for relief 
under Section 5, of the Fourteenth 
Amendment itself, which provides; “The 
Congress shall have power to enforce by 
appropriate legislation the provisions of 
this article.” There is no reason to believe 
that some of the States which are parties 
to the pending case will contend that the 
power of Congress referred to in the 
Section is exclusive. Owing to the pro- 
posed actions of Louisiana and Mississippi, 
it looks that Congress may have to exert 
the power in its own right of negating 
statutes and decisions, by withholding 
appropriations for their enforcement. 
Congress has by no means been modest 
in the exercise of its powers. The very 
session that witnessed the passage of the 
14th Amendment established a system of 
racial segregation in the schools of the 
District of Columbia. And in the late 
Forties it passed legislation by which 
two thirds of the growers of certain crops 
in a district may enact acreage allotments 
for themselves and their other third, and 
penalize any who did not vote for selling 
on the best market—and the Supreme 
Court upheld that legislation. Why should 
not, then, both Congress and Supreme 
Court approve legislation permitting 
voters in any school district by election 
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to adopt racial segregation if they want 
to? Southern States might well consent 
to try such a plan and to continue it 
indefinitely so long as it did not produce 
too much discord. They could rely on 
most of the approximately 200,000 negro 
teachers and preachers in the South, out 
of fear that threatened non-segregation 
in public schools and in churches would 
leave them unemployed, to campaign for 
segregation through this plan among 
their race. 

Considering all probabilities, however, 
the middle and lower Southern States 
will not probably depend either on Con- 
gress or the Supreme Court, in avoidance 
of what they consider the evil effects of 
the latter body’s decision. In some of 
them, consideration is being given to 
segregation by sex instead of by race. 
This would avoid tendency to increased 
miscegenation which they consider the 
greatest evil threatened by unlimited 
non-segregation of races in public schools, 
and also could possibly be implemented 
by health and police regulations to fore- 
stall spread of disease and fighting be- 
tween the races. Certainly it would be 
“one way out”—financially: the present 
school buildings could be used. Surpris- 
ingly, a highly intelligent and conserva- 
tive citizen of Georgia, admirably situated 
to know the minds of influential men in 
his State writes his belief that Georgia, 
if permitted would choose public schools 
segregated only as to sex, to private 
schools with grants from the State and 
abolition of the public school system by 
constitutional amendment proposed in 
legislation just passed by the Georgia 
legislature for submission to popular vote. 

On the whole, however, it now looks 
that the Georgia plan—really the “Gov- 
ernor Byrnes” plan—will have, eventu- 
ally, to be the one adopted throughout 
the South if public schools in which there 
is non-segregation by race are to be 
avoided. And the private school for 
younger children is by no means a back- 
ward or bad institution. Jews and Catho- 
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lics, and “well-to-do” Protestants have 
maintained such schools for decades in 
the United States, nor have I heard in 
America complaints of snobbishness on 
the part of students at such schools, such 
as is said to prevail among students of 
public schools in England. The man of 
means would welcome this proposed 
change accompanied, as it would be, by 
abolition of the public school system. He 
would save in taxes much more than he 
would pay out in tuition to any local 
private school. The poor white man would 
possibly have to be lured into voting for 
the change by abolition of the “Sales” 
tax of his State, which he has borne only 
because of its necessity for educating his 
children. The negro would suffer by the 
change unless private schools for him 
should be aided by grants from both his 
State and the United States; but he cer- 
tainly should have such Federal aid, too, 
because of the Nation’s freeing him for 
freedom. Since, under this plan, a State 
would have no feasible use for public 
school buildings they would grant these 
to private schools of both races. 


And who dares say that Private Enter- 
prise, since it has ultimately succeeded in 
America with about everything great or 
small it has undertaken, could not or 
would not successfully operate a system 
of schools? 


So, the U. S. Supreme Court’s ban on 
public schools in which there is segrega- 
tion by race will not probably prevent 
resort to other forms of widespread racial 
segregation, howsoever many disturbances 
between the races it unfortunately may 
yet precipitate, and howsoever great a 
stumbling block it may become to the 
South’s increasing progress, long encour- 
aged by that Court, towards providing 
good and equal educational facilities for 
its two races. 





If humility is Christianity, you, O Jews! 
are the true Christians. 
WILLIAM BLAKE 


- of Whrld Whar I I 


INE YEARS AGO, August 1945, wit- 
N nessed the end of World War II, 
the final Tokyo finish to Adolph 


Hitler’s war. 

It is easy, but insufficient, to denounce 
self-righteously a dead monster’s crimes. 
It is harder, but necessary, to anticipate 
and resist future crimes. The anniversary 
of Hitler’s death means: remember and 
honor once again the heart-ache of every 
family who lost one of his twenty-two 
million victims. Remember and honor: by 
never sullying the idealism of our anti- 
communist crusade in compromises with 
neo-Nazis in Germany, with neo-fascists 
in Italy, or with thought-control, neo- 
isolationism, racial prejudice, or anything 
smacking of fascism here in America. 

Almost every single family on the globe 
was affected, directly or indirectly, by the 
atrocities and aggressions of the Rome- 
Berlin-Tokyo Axis of 1936-45. This fact 
has created for all mankind something 
that can only be called the anti-fascist 
conscience. This conscience puts beyond 
the pale of decency anyone who is not 
outraged instinctively by the obscenity 
of anti-Semitism or who doubts or mini- 
mizes those eternally unforgettable crema- 
tories and gas-chambers. This ethical con- 
science cuts across the merely secular 
lines of liberal and conservative, socialist 
and capitalist. Far from being a monopoly 
of the left, anti-fascism includes all men 
of decency, and compassion regardless 
of politics. 

Birds of ill omen, in this connection, 
are the flock of revisionist books and 
articles about war guilt. A mere nine 
years after the monster’s self-destruction, 
it is shocking to see Hitler’s war being 
blamed not on Hitler but on America’s 
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love of liberty; that is to say, on the 
anti-Nazi interventions which were a mat- 
ter of course for any unservile republic. 

The trend behind revisionism—not a 
personal intention but an impersonal 
trend—is to make our struggle against 
communism seem a struggle only against 
communism, instead of a broader and 
older struggle against tyranny and slavery 
and cruelty and injustice. The distinction 
between a struggle against communism 
and a struggle against tyranny may seem 
academic. “What difference,” you may 
ask, “does it make to the soldiers recently 
out of Korea?” Yet those who were not 
in Korea and who can still afford to take 
time out from immediate action, ought to 
ponder the future implications for liberty 
of this particular distinction. 

Instead of feebly answering the revision- 
ists by bleating defensively: “We did not 
really intervene so terribly much before 
Pearl Harbor,” our historians should re- 
tort manfully: “Yes, we did intervene 
but, to our shame, not nearly enough.” 

Had the free world intervened at once 
and with full force against the Brown 
murderers in 1933 and against the Red 
murderers in November 1918 and stran- 
gled these world-arsonists in their cradles, 
as the prophetic Churchill tried to do in 
both cases, then there would have been 
no World War II in Europe, no World 
War II and % in Korea. Moral evil is 
moral evil; diabolism is diabolism; it is 
not merely a misunderstanding, nor a 
neurotic childhood, nor a lack of slum 
clearance. Evil being evil, it leads not to 
“co-existence” (that latest American slo- 
gan of self-deception) but to Dachau, 
slave labor, and Korea, whenever Mu- 
niched or Yalta’d. 
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This ninth anniversary of the death- 
rattle of one of the two monsters makes 
all Americans, in the very thick of their 
anti-communist struggle, pause soberly 
and reflect a minute. The pause makes us 
realize that America’s enemy is neither 
communism nor Nazism but commu- 
nazism. Only this realization will enable 
us to continue our battle against Soviet 
fascism and its pseudo-liberal fellow- 
travelers with redoubled zeal, a zeal based 
on fulfilling via a sincerer practice of 
freedom—not via cynical deals—the sa- 
cred anti-fascist conscience of mankind. 


II 

Who or what was he? 

Riding the nationalist-militarist tide of 
the history he thought he was making, 
was the most headlined name and most 
dreaded radio voice and most familiar 
front-page face of twentieth-century Eu- 
rope. Now that World War II has passed, 
leaving 22 million corpses in a Europe of 
rubble, what is there to say about the 
mentality behind the little mustache and 
forelock, the mentality that unleashed the 
greatest catastrophe ever recorded? What 
can the historian say, or the moralist, or 
the psychologist, or each bereaved 
mother? Once so big an event, and now 
so incredibly little left to say about it. 

This lower-middle-class Siegfried with 
the grand-opera rhetoric wanted to ter- 
ribly hard to be considered respectable. 

And tried to achieve respectability by 
conquering the world. 

And in the process passed out of the 
category of “humanity,” as defined before 
the devaluation of values, and instead 
became a monster; a respectable, patriotic, 
petit-bourgeois Corporal of monsterdom; 
murdering more human beings more in- 
humanly than any other tyrant in history. 

And then pulled down half of Europe 
to be a quilt for his deathbed, as in the 
Twilight of the Gods of his beloved 
Richard Wagner. 

And in every minute of the dozen years 
of what he called his “thousand-year 
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Reich,” was the most ignorant and surly 
slave of slaves; the cast-off waste matter 
of nineteenth-century romanticism, na- 
tionalism, and industrialism; the casual 
blunt weapon snatched up for suicide 
by that “European History” in which he 
had received in 1905, in a peaceful pro- 
vincial, Austrian school-house, the grade 
of “C minus.” 
III 


“Germany mistress of the globe by the 
victorious sword of the master race.” 
This was Hitler’s unconcealed global 
ambition. It was stopped only by a hair’s 
breadth. It was almost achieved, thanks 
to American isolationists, British ap- 
peasers, and communist underminers of 
Weimar and all other democracies. Who- 
ever opposed America’s bi-partisan inter- 
vention-efforts at stopping Germany from 
becoming “mistress of the globe by the 
sword,” was either ill-informed or else 
indifferent to liberty. In either case, such 
mentalities seem to me automatically dis- 
qualified as leaders of anti-communism 
today. I cannot deny that there are far- 
circulating voices, thousands of times 
more influential than mine, who would 
substitute “Qualified” for “unqualified” 
in the preceeding sentence. 

Here is an editorial of March 12, 1952, 
in the New York Daily News: 

So long as Batista keeps the Communists under 
screws in his country (Cuba), and doesn’t let 
sugar or rum shipments to the U. S. A. be 
seriously interrupted, we should think Amer- 
icans could afford to remain calm about this 
revolution. Apparently the Cubans can be happy, 
anyway, only if they have such a show at 
regular intervals. 

Of course, Americans cannot “afford to 
remain calm” about any tyranny, right or 
left. The whole present crisis comes from 
too much initial calm about Lenin and 
Hitler. The editorial reference to sugar 
and rum shipments is a painful reminder 
of that remark about Mussolini making 
trains run on time. Train service was not 
seriously interrupted” under Stalin and 
Hitler either. The point of this is: the 
largest-circulating newspaper of the larg- 
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LESSONS OF WORLD WAR II 


est and strongest democracy in the world 
has not learned a single lesson from the 
twenty-two million deaths of World War II. 


IV 

Even the most tragic experience, such 
as World War II, can serve freedom if 
the proper lessons are learned from it. 
Here are three lessons for today that may 
be drawn from the tragedy of Hitler’s 
impact on the West. 

1. Normally appeasement, far from be- 
ing improper, is the decent and rational 
way to achieve peace. When you are deal- 
ing with other decent and rational beings, 
concession and compromise are preferable 
to distrust and nationalism. But in the 
abnormal situation of dealing with a total- 
itarian, bent on fanatic world conquest, 
then appeasement only whets his appetite. 

2. Normally a certain degree of expedi- 
ency—‘doing business” with whom you 
can—is reasonable, in a world of human 
beings, not Galahads. But when con- 
fronted with sheer genocidal evil, expedi- 
ency is inexpedient, self-interest is self- 
destructive, while a self-sacrificing stand 
for moral principles and for all victims of 
persecution is the only self-preservation. 

The above two lessons of Munich-Yalta 
are familiar enough by now. In fact, self- 
righteous hindsight sometimes makes too 
much of them for present partisan pur- 
poses. Less familiar, less popular, is the 
third lesson. 

3. In World War II, rightly eager to 
defeat Nazi totalitarianism, we were care- 
less about the democratic credentials of 
one of our allies and about how much we 
conceded to him: the old religious prob- 
lem of bad means to good ends. As a 
result, not freedom but communist total- 
itarianism replaced its Nazi twin after 
World War II in half of Europe and Asia. 
Today the situation, the same danger, 
exists in reverse; and exactly the same 
lesson applies. So far we have rightly 
avoided any too intimate linkage with 
Franco (a merely military defensive link- 
age, not political or ideological). But 
Spain is a minor power. The time will 
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come when major right-wing totalitarians 
will offer themselves as intimate political 
allies “against communism.” 


Perhaps they will emerge in a new- 
Nazi or super-nationalist Germany, suc- 
cessfully playing off East and West against 
each other, as in 1938-39. Or perhaps they 
will emerge not in Germany but in some 
country not yet apparent. Perhaps they 
will even emerge some day from a Know- 
Nothing American chauvinism at home, 
drawing on such unintentional dupes as 
our former American Firsters and isola- 
tionists and on such intentional scoundrels 
as our Christian Fronters, Ku Kluxers, 
and hate-peddlers. 

By “anti-fascism,” I don’t mean anti- 
anti-communism. Anti-anti-communism, 
among overnervous liberals today, means 
the hysteria about “hysteria,” the witch- 
hunt against “witch-hunts.” These claim 
to see a new Hitler in every ephemeral 
new rabble-rouser, who should be soundly 
trounced for re-election but not dignified 
by inflating his last name into a new ism. 
By scrutinizing their past writings, especi- 
ally the key test of whether they switched 
their line in August, 1939, you can easily 
distinguish between sincere anti-fascists 
and those who cry “wolf” over fascism 
merely in order to distract you from 
crying “bear.” 

The reflective anti-communist (rejecting 
both our McCarthys and our fellow- 
traveler pseudo-liberals) knows that his- 
tory is a ceaseless pendulum between left 
and right. He knows that some day history 
will inevitably confront us again with a 
major right-wing menace, at home and 
abroad. When that time comes, will we 
make the same mistake as in World War 
II? Will we again win a war and lose a 
peace by concentrating solely against one 
of the two or more forms of totalitarian 
mass-murder? Unless we learn lastingly 
this third lesson of the Hitler war, our 
national epitaph (to paraphrase Hegel) 
will be: “the only thing America has 
learned from history, is that it failed to 
learn from history.” 
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v HEN Dr. Daniel Francois Malan, 
\WV sexe Africa’s Prime Minister, 

went to London to represent his 
country at the coronation of Elizabeth II, 
he made a side-trip to Israel, to which he 
gave his Calvanistic blessing, and which 
he has since praised in statements and 
public utterances. 

Yet this same Dr. Daniel Francois 
Malan was so desirous of a Nazi victory 
during World War II (along with a goodly 
percentage of his fellow Nationalists) that 
at one point he went so far as to issue a 
statement demanding that General Smuts 
take the country out of the war. 

This seeming contradiction surprises no- 
one who knows South Africa. The gov- 
ernment’s own publicity bureau uses as 
its banner-line in advertisements in 
American magazines: 


COME TO SOUTH AFRICA, 
LAND OF CONTRASTS 


“Contradictions” would be a better word. 

Everything about South Africa seems 
contradictory—even her Jews. 

How, for example, can one explain that 
this small Jewish colony at the southern- 
most tip of the dark continent has made 
a mighty contribution toward the estab- 
lishment of Israel, a contribution all out 
of proportion to its own numbers, and has 
won a reputation as one of the most solid 
Zionist communities in the world. (One 
is tempted to say “the most solid.”’) 

And yet— 

Few South African Jews have any 
dream of ever going to Israel, even on a 
visit. Nearly all have integrated them- 
selves just as completely into South Afri- 
can life as most American Jews have done 
into life in the United States. Most of 
them have become what they call “good 
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South Africans,” which often means 
adopting the prevalent white attitude 
toward men of color; living the comfort- 
able albeit nervous life of white masters 
over dark-skinned masses. 

But those are generalizations, and no 
generalizations are safe in South Africa. 

Statistically, the Union of South Africa, 
which was discovered just five years be- 
fore Columbus came upon America, is 
now made up of two and a half million 
whites, 63,000 Malays, a third of a million 
Indians, eight and a half million members 
of the Negroid race (who are, however, 
not of pure origin but are believed to be 
the result of an ancient cross with Hamitic 
or Semitic peoples), and one million crea- 
tures of miscegeneration who, for lack of 
a better term, are called “the Colored 
People” because their skin-color ranges 
from a light sun-tan to coal black. 

The whites are sub-divided into two 
main groups, British-speaking people and 
Afrikaners, by which is meant descend- 
ants of early settlers who came from 
Holland, Germany, or France and who 
speak a language called Afrikaans which 
started out being pure Dutch but in the 
course of 300 years became so modified 
by French, German, English and even the 
language of the Malays that today it is in- 
comprehensible to the average Hollander. 

How do Jews fit into such a strange 
ollapodrida? 

In South Africa the Jew, if he wishes, 
can “join the majority” and can become, 
if he choses, the oppressor instead of the 
oppressed. Can join the majority? He is 
automatically a member of the majority, 
for in South Africa the very possession 
of a white skin, regardless of religion, 
ancestry, cultural background or place of 
origin is the permis de sejour which allows 
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one to dwell among the two and a half 
million; the two and a half million who, 
although mathematically a minority, run 
the country and treat the “minority 
people,” the ten million whose skin is 
tinted, as badly in many respects as Jews 
or any other actual minority has ever 
been treated anywhere by anyone. 

In South Africa the Jew, if he wishes 
to try to out-Malan Malan, can play what 
may appear to be a safe game, for in 
South Africa there are other whipping 
boys, and “color hate” is easy to foment, 
especially among culturally backward 
people, for it has a much greater appeal 
to man’s primitive passions than even 
anti-Semitism. 

Statistically there are 120,000 Jews scat- 
tered around this land of twelve and a 
half million people, less than one-half the 
number there are in Chicago. They con- 
stitute less than one per cent of the total 
population. (Jews make up four per cent 
of the population of the United States.) 

In Johannesburg (which anti-Semites 
like to call “Jewburg”) there are 40,000 
Jews, one out of every 21 inhabitants, or 
one out of every eleven if you count only 
whites, which is the way most white South 
Africans count. (In New York City one 
in each four persons is a Jew.) 


Almost all these people are second, 
third, even fourth generation South Afri- 
cans, their forebears having gone there 
from the Baltic countries, especially from 
Lithuania. There are practically no first 
generation South Africans among them 
because both the Afrikaan-speaking Na- 
tionalists and the predominantly British- 
speaking United party have, between 
them, seen to it that South Africa’s gates 
for a quarter of a century have been 
locked against practically all Jewish im- 
migration—ironically during the quarter 
of a century that Jews most needed to 
have gates opened for them; during the 
quarter of a century that every civilized 
country in the world offered some degree 
of sanctuary to Hitler’s victims; all but 
South Africa. 
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Jews from the Baltic states arrived in 
South Africa early, along with non-Jewish 
pioneers from England, Holland, Ger- 
many, France. Many were simple peddlers 
who followed the Boer trekkers into the 
unknown with packs on their backs. Later, 
as some grew wealthy, they helped with 
the development of the country’s hidden 
wealth by putting up the risk capital for 
diamond and gold prospecting, and in 
more recent times for the establishment 
of secondary industries. The money they 
made from such investments remained in 
South Africa, and eventually much of it 
went to endow universities, found art 
galleries, and support other cultural and 
educational activities. 

There was little anti-Semitism here 
until 1930, when Prime Minister Hertzog 
(an Afrikaner Nationalist) brought about 
(with the help of British-speaking poli- 
ticians, it needs to be stated) the passage 
of an act which made no mention of Jews 
but limited to 50 the number of immigrants 
who would be permitted to enter South 
Africa each year from Eastern Europe. 


In 1936 it was decided that the old act 
was ineffectual because now, as a result 
of Hitler’s activity, Jews were trying to 
come to South Africa from Central and 
even Western Europe. So a new act was 
passed, subtle enough for a Machiavelli. 
It prohibited the entry into South Africa 
of any immigrant belonging to an “over- 
crowded” profession or trade, or who, in 
the estimation of immigration authorities, 
might not become assimilated after a 
“reasonable length of time.” 

The act gave no yardstick to immigra- 
tion men by which they would be able 
to decide, just by looking at a man or 
studying his papers, whether or not he 
might become assimilated in a reasonable 
time. Neither did it define what a “reason- 
able” time would be. But everyone was 
aware that what the act really meant was: 
“no more Jews from anywhere.” And so, 
with this act still in effect, the present- 
day rate of Jewish immigration is 10, 20, 
perhaps 30 per year. Rarely as many as 50. 
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Actually, however, until World War II 
the Afrikaners had no great dislike of the 
Jews already in the country. Lithuania 
had been a great center of Jewish culture 
and of Zionism, and these Jews were an 
unusually intelligent group. Besides, they 
were useful citizens here in South Africa. 
The Afrikaners had neither the money, 
nor the training nor the inclination to be 
business men and bankers. 


Until the days of Hitler it was the 
British-speaking people who were the 
most guilty of anti-Semitism here, al- 
though, of course, it was “gentlemanly 
anti-Semitism.” Jews were barred from 
the better clubs. From the private golf 
courses. Only a limited number, if any, 
of their children were admitted to the 
Eton and Harrow-type “public schools.” 
Social anti-Semitism. Not vicious. Just 
humiliating. 

The Afrikaners, on the contrary, looked 
upon the Jews with a certain amount of 
understanding. Like the Jews, they read 
and firmly believed the Old Testament. 
Like the Jews, they referred to themselves 
as the Chosen People of God. Often they 
would speak of the Jews, quite affection- 
ately, as “The People of the Book.” 
Another bond of sympathy was that they 
were both members of a minority. There 
were only a few million Jews in the world, 
and not even two million Afrikaners. Each 
group had a language which it was strug- 
gling to keep alive. Both groups had been 
victimized by Great Britain. And the Jews 
had trekked! Psychologically that was 
important. The Boers had trekked a few 
thousand miles. The Jews had trekked 
endlessly. For two thousand years! For 
tens of thousands of miles! So the Afri- 
kaners looked up to them, just as a tourist 
who had covered a mere ten countries 
might look up to another tourist who had 
traversed 50 countries. 

In Stellenbosch, which is to the Dutch 
Reformed Church what Rome is to the 
Roman Catholic Church, I was entertained 
by a university professor (an Afrikaner) 
who said to me: 
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I understand that you have written about the 
new state of Israel and also about the revival of 
the Hebrew language. You should be very sym- 
pathetic to us Afrikaners, for we and the Jews 
have much in common. We are both people with 
a mission in the world. We are both Chosen 
People, for we Afrikaners feel that God has 
picked us for a great task here in Africa. It is 
our destiny, a destiny we do not take lightly and 
from which we will never be deviated no matter 
what forces are ranged against us. 

And in Cape Town I met an aged Jew, 
the father of one of the founders of the 
Liberal party, who had lived most of his 
life amongst the Afrikaners of Stellen- 
bosch and who insisted that despite every- 
thing, he preferred them to the other 
white South Africans. Yet not many of 
the country’s 120,000 Jews would go quite 
that far, remembering all that had hap- 
pened during and since the Thirties. It 
was in 1934 that two organizations of 
Afrikaners cropped up, the Gray Shirts 
and the Black Shirts. Members of both 
groups wore swastikas and tried to emu- 
late the Nazis in all things, especially in 
their anti-Semitism. 

In Port Elizabeth at a meeting of the 
Gray Shirts, one of its leaders read a 
copy of the fictitious Protocols of Zion, 
saying he had obtained them directly from 
a man who had broken into the local 
synagogue and stolen them. The local 
rabbi brought a defamation suit against 
the speaker. The man who claimed he had 
stolen the documents testified that he had 
gotten into the synagogue through a cer- 
tain window which later testimony showed 
conclusively had been so rusted for years 
that no one had been able to open it, not 
even the janitor of the synagogue. The 
rabbi won his suit. Anti-Semitism ebbed 
and flowed in South Africa with the ebb 
and flow of Nazi military fortunes, almost 
fading from public view after VE Day. 

The present danger to South African 
Jews, however, is that the young genera- 
tion of Afrikaners, who were in their 
teens during the war, became so infused 
with Fascism that even with Hitler’s death 
and Germany’s surrender they were un- 
able to throw it off. So it remains there, 
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as South African Jews are nearly all well 
aware, latent but not difficult to arouse. 
If, for example, grave economic troubles 
were to plague the country, the Jews 
might well become the scapegoats, for the 
whipping boy in normal times (the dark- 
skinned races) could not very well be 
blamed for a depression, although they 
are habitually blamed for almost every- 
thing else that goes wrong in the land. It 
was only six years ago that one of the 
present members of the Malan cabinet 
publicly stated that the Jews must be 
rooted out of South African life. (Since 
then he has made no specific proposals to 
carry out his suggestion.) 


For years South African Jews have 
been insulted en masse every month, 
every week, sometimes every few days 
by the reappearance of Mr. Hoggenheimer. 
In the 1953 election Mr. Hoggenheimer 
was used frequently to whip up anti- 
Semitism among the voters. Mr. Hoggen- 
heimer is a repulsive-looking individual, 
fat, coarse, heavy-jowled and heavily be- 
jeweled, who always has an over-sized 
cigar protruding from one corner of his 
lascivious-looking mouth from which he 
drools ashes wherever he goes. Mr. Hog- 
genheimer is the creation of the political 
cartoonist of Die Burger, the principal 
Afrikaans-language daily newspaper, pub- 
lished in Cape Town. 

There is not the slightest resemblance 
between Mr. Hoggenheimer and either 
Sir Ernest Oppenheimer, who is head of 
40 or 50 gold, diamond, copper and chem- 
ical companies and one of the wealthiest 
men in the world, or his son, Harry 
Oppenheimer, who is a United Party mem- 
ber of Parliament and one of the founders 
of the liberalistic Torch Commando. Yet 
Mr. Hoggenheimer does represent Afri- 
kaans jealousy of the wealth and position 
the Oppenheimer family has attained. 

In the early days of the war, as Hitler’s 
armies were sweeping westward, the 
National party in the Transvaal (the prov- 
ince which contains the gold mines and 
Johannesburg) passed a party rule ex- 
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cluding Jews from party membership. In 
1951 the ban finally was rescinded and 
many Jews rejoiced in what they called 
one more proof that even Nationalistic 
Afrikaners were trying to bury their Jew- 
hating. Those Jews who celebrated this 
new moderation would have been sur- 
prised if they had been told, as I was, the 
real reason for lifting the ban. A Johan- 
nesburg advertising man connected with an 
Afrikaans-language paper, speaking “con- 
fidentially as one non-Jew to another,” 
said he had been the one who had per- 
suaded Prime Minister Malan that the 
rule should go, not because of any change 
of heart toward Jews, but because with 
the rule in force it was difficult to get 
advertising for Afrikaan publication from 
Jewish business men who “were always 
pointing to the rule” as an outward and 
visible sign of an inner and hidden hatred. 


In Stellenbosch the owner of a bar 
catering exclusively to Afrikaners told me: 

“When they get drunk you often hear them 
talking about ‘the dirty Jews.” 

Now that the industrial revolution 
(which finally has come to South Africa) 
is forcing Afrikaners to leave their farms 
and now that so many thousands of them 
are trying to learn to become business 
men in the big cities, “Jewish competition” 
often gets blamed for their failures. 
During the 1953 political campaign, leaflets 
printed in Afrikaan were distributed from 
door to door in Pretoria denouncing both 
Jews and Catholics in language so vile 
that no newspaper, in reporting the fact, 
dared reprint anything the leaflets said. 

Since President Malan came to power 
his government has passed over Jewish 
lawyers of outstanding ability in order to 
pack the Supreme Court with Afrikaners 
of inferior stature. No Jewish appointment 
has been made since 1948, the year of the 
Nationalists’ victory. That was as far as 
anti-Semitism had gone until three ugly 
incidents occurred in the lower house of 
the South African Parliament. 

Dr. Bernard Friedman is a Jew who 
represents in Parliament a voting district 
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called Hillbrow, which is to Johannesburg 
about what the Bronx is to New York, 
a part of the city dominated by large 
apartment houses, many of them occupied 
almost exclusively by Jews. In the 1948 
election Dr. Friedman, as a candidate of 
the United Party, was elected by a vote 
of 6,417 to 297 for his opponent. In the 
1953 election he was unopposed. 

In the rough-and-tumble forensic give- 
and-take in South Africa’s Parliament (it 
is not uncommon for even the Prime 
Minister to shout “liar” at a speaker) 
Friedman has won a reputation as a bril- 
liant orator, who always confounds his 
political enemies with the irrefutable logic 
of his arguments. Every speech he makes 
is full of barbs which get under the Na- 
tionalists’ skins, often sorely wounding 
them. Yet few if any of them are brilliant 
enough themselves to answer in kind, and 
so when Dr. Friedman arises to speak, 
many a Nationalist member either starts 
for the door, or starts squirming. 

It was while Dr. Friedman was speak- 
ing out in Parliament against a thoroughly 
illegal trick devised by the Malan govern- 
ment to override the country’s highest 
court that a Nationalist heckler shouted, 
for all to hear: “Go back to Palestine!” 

This was the first time since the death 
of Hitler and the defeat of the Nationalists’ 
ideological brothers up in Germany that 
such an insult had echoed across the 
Parliamentary chambers. The country was 
shocked, although many integrationalist 
Jews tried to ignore the incident. 

It was months later, while Dr. Fried- 
man was addressing Parliament on quite 
another matter, that a Nationalist M. P. 
representing the oddly-named town of 
Wonderboom, jumped to his feet and 
shouted: “If anti-Semitism were to arise 
in this country, you will have contributed 
richly to it!” 

Several weeks later Dr. Friedman, in 
the course of a speech in Parliament criti- 
cizing Nationalist policies, said he thought 
the Minister of Finance had underesti- 
mated his budgetary needs, a not very 
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sensational accusation; surely not serious 
enough to have called for another anti- 
Semitic outburst, this time from a Na- 
tionalist M. P. named Deysel, who, ob- 
viously holding his emotions in check, 
bitingly declared: 

The honorable member from Hillbrow accused 
the Minister of Finance of a deliberate under- 
estimate. It struck me while the honorable mem- 
ber was speaking—and I do not want to go too 
deeply into the language he used or what he is 
—(sic!) that bearing in mind his extraction it 
was no surprise to me that he regarded every- 
one else he came across as an unmitigated rogue. 
Because that is what it boils down to. 

This was too much for the Jewish colony 
to take in silence. In its next issue, the 
South African Jewish Times said: 

“It is with reluctance that we devote space to 
the question of anti-Jewish comment in Parlia- 
ment, for the absence of this subject from our 
columns during the last few years is indicative 
of the happier racial relations now existing in 
the country.” 

The paper then said that “there is a 
viciousness about this remark (by M. P. 
Deysel) which recalls unhappier days. We 
have no doubt that the big majority of 
the Nationalist party, who generally want 
to forget the past, found it as objectionable 
as the Jews themselves. . . .” 

There is an important principle involved here 
that cannot be lightly glossed over. It has been 
stated before that the Jewish community cannot 
assume collective responsibility for the behavior 
of individual Jews. What (Dr. Friedman) says 
and does is entirely a matter for his constituents 
who have sent him to Parliament, and they 
include all sections of the population. If they 
find his conduct distasteful, the democratic pro- 
cess affords them the necessary remedial meas- 
ures. The attempt to use the blunderbuss of 
anti-Semitism with which to browbeat a single 
man reveals an anti-democratic turn of mind 
which would appear to be a legacy from the bad 


old days, and can only open wounds which have 
begun to heal. 


The paper then said that the Jewish 
community was impervious to threats and 
that “this is not because of fear (no self 
respecting community would allow threats 
to motivate its friendships) but because 
the majority of the National party now 
realizes that anti-Semitism can only harm 
South Africa.” 
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But the matter did not end there, for 
the political commentator of Die Burger 
immediately took issue with the theory 
that all Jews could not and should not be 
held accountable for the actions or words 
of a single member of the community. 

“Right or wrong, the unalterable fact 
remains,” he wrote, “that a Jew’s be- 
havior, especially in politics, can have 
repercussions on the Jewish community.” 

Then he issued a warning, especially 
to Jews. He said that they must be care- 
ful when they make political speeches 
not to step on the sensitive toes of Afri- 
kaners. To them, he said, the National 
party is more than just a political party; 
it represents the “national striving” of all 
Afrikaners, and that only with “a delicate 
touch” could a speaker (especially a Jew- 
ish speaker) attack the National party 
without appearing at the same time to be 
attacking the entire racial group. 

This Alice in Wonderland sort of reason- 
ing amounted to saying that all Jews must 
be held accountable for the actions and 
statements of any one of their number, 
while at the same time all Afrikaners 
would feel justified in taking high offense 
at any criticism with anyone (especially 
a Jew) might level at the actions of any 
one of them, or at the malfeasances, mis- 
feasances and nonfeasances of a politician 
who might happen to be an Afrikaner, 
even though the criticism might be thor- 
oughly justified. 

It was a non-Jewish daily newspaper 
which then took up the issue, saying that 
Dr. Friedman in the speech under dis- 
cussion had merely been voicing ideas in 
the minds of many non-Nationalists. 

“There was nothing personal or racial, 
nothing specifically pro-Jewish or anti- 
Afrikaner, in what he said; only strong 
and, as many people think, justified, criti- 
cism of certain Nationalist policies. .. . 

“Nationalism has a mystique of its own 
which regards opposition as a kind of 
sacrilege. In all countries where one race 
has claimed a messianic mission concern- 
ing others the process has begun with 
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attacks on the least popular or most vul- 
nerable groups. In Germany the Jews; in 
South Africa the non-Whites. But once 
the process starts, it passes rapidly from 
intolerance in certain directions to gen- 
eral intolerance and intimidation. Then 
no one’s liberty is safe, not even that of 
the Herrenvolk themselves. 

“Freedom is ultimately indivisible.” 

So much for the attitude of the non- 
Jews of South Africa toward the Jews. 
Now what of the Jews themselves? Are 
they all aware that freedom is ultimately 
indivisible? Are they all truly mindful all 
the time of their religious training in 
respecting the rights of other men? When 
there is another whipping boy available 
do they, the Jews, swing the sjambok 
along with the others of the privileged 
class? Are the Jews any more liberal in 
their racial attitudes than the other white 
South Africans? Do they risk public op- 
probrium to champion the democratic 
rights of the ten million now being treated 
as third-class citizens? What sort of people 
are South Africa’s 120,000 Jews? 

The answer to all those questions is a 
dusty one: It is impossible to generalize 
about any large group of people, especially 
Jews, more especially Jews living in 
South Africa, Land of Contradictions. 

Advocate Samuel Kahn, the outstand- 
ing South African Communist until the 
party dissolved itself, is a Jew. 

Sir Ernest Oppenheimer, the country’s 
outstanding capitalist and wealthiest man, 
is partly Jewish. 

The prime movers in the new Liberal 
party are Jews. 

The financial godfather of the United 
party, which the Liberals oppose, is partly 
Jewish. 

To the extreme right there are even a 
few Jews who publicly support the Na- 
tional party of Dr. Malan. 

Solly Sachs, the outstanding trade union 
leader (he finally left South Africa in 
disgust, vowing to return only if Malan’s 
Nationalists were defeated) is a Jew, but 
so also are some of the farmers in the 
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Bethel section who are the most brutal 
exploiters of African labor. 

In the two universities at Cape Town 
and Johannesburg there are some ex- 
tremely liberal groups of students, and 
most of the leaders are young Jews. Yet 
it was also in Johannesburg that I heard 
more than one Jew defend the Malan 
government. It was one of them who told 
me how he had had an appointment in 
Pretoria, the administrative capital, with 
one of Malan’s cabinet members to dis- 
cuss an important question involving Is- 
rael. The appointment was for 3 o’clock 
on a certain Wednesday afternoon. That 
morning he received word from Jerusalem 
that he must take a plane for Israel which 
would be leaving Johannesburg that after- 
noon. It was impossible for him to get to 
Pretoria and back (a roundtrip of 72 
miles) and still make the plane, yet it 
was likewise useless for him to go to 
Israel without having had the interview. 

“It is possible,” my informant said to 
me, “that you will believe what happened, 
but few South Africans would! I tele- 
phoned to Pretoria and within a couple 
of minutes the Minister himself came to 
the phone and solved the whole problem 
in a twinkling. He said he would hop into 
his car and come to Johannesburg just 
to see me.” 

“T tell you that in the days when Smuts 
and his British-speaking United party 
people were running the country it would 
have been impossible for me to have 
gotten through on the telephone to even 
a second under-secretary!” 

Many South African Jews have also 
not forgotten that their country (under 
Malan’s leadership) was one of the first 
to recognize Israel (even though this 
action may have been motivated more by 
a hatred of England than anything else) 
and that her attitude toward the Jewish 
State has been more consistently correct 
than even that of the United States. 


When it comes to the all-vital matter 
of racial conflict, there are many who, in 
case of crisis, have the ambition to be 
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eaten last, and accordingly try to become 
thoroughly assimilated and hunt with 
the pack. ; 

Muizenberg, one of Cape Town’s sea- 
side resorts, is so almost 100 per cent 
Jewish that local wags call it Jewzenberg. 
When I arrived in South Africa on my 
recent trip the housemaids, chauffeurs 
and houseboys of Muizenberg’s Jews were 
segregated at one end of the same beach 
that their masters were using. But this 
was soon to be changed, it was explained 
to me. They were planning to spend in 
excess of $100,000 just to build a road 
from Muizenberg to a place down the 
coast called Strandfontein, where the 
people of color could bathe not only 
segregated from the Jews of Muizenberg, 
but even out of their sight. 

Yet after all that is said, it must be 
added that some of the most unselfish 
welfare work among Africans is being 
done by South African Jews who, unlike 
the Christian missionaries, do not expect 
to gather in a reward in the form of 
number of religious converts among the 
Africans for every dollar spent, for being 
Jews and not having a proselytizing re- 
ligion, they take no part in the often- 
vulgar scramble for African souls. 

What it all adds up to is the fact that 
Jews are individualists and as such seldom 
act according to any group pattern. Yet 
one generalization may be safely made if 
it is hedged about with enough qualifying 
words: Because they themselves were so 
long victims of discrimination, most South 
African Jews seem to the visitor from 
abroad to be inclined to try to be a little 
less discriminatory in their relationship 
with Africans, and Colored people than 
the average non-Jewish South African. 

However, if South Africa’s ten million 
people of color ever rise up against their 
two and a half million white oppressors 
and try to throw off the yoke which has 
been clamped around their necks, there 
is little doubt about which side of the 
barricades South Africa’s 120,000 Jews 
will be on. 
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HEN THOMAS WOLFE died on 
WY see 15, 1938, there passed 
from the American literary scene 


one of the most talented, tormented and 
controversial writers who ever poured 
forth his soul on paper. Today, nearly two 
decades later and twenty-five years after 
the publication of his first novel, Look 
Homeward, Angel, the works of Thomas 
Wolfe are still read avidly; his abilities are 
still debated and his influence remains a 
steady one. Books on his work and his life 
appear regularly. Literary histories now 
contain long chapters on his novels and 
critical essays about him are published 
frequently in the literary journals. 

In 1947, Hayden Norwood published a 
book on Wolfe’s mother, and called it 
The Marble Man’s Wife. That same year, 
Herbert J. Muller published a small book 
on Wolfe and the following year, the 
British novelist Pamela Johnson wrote 
Hungry Gulliver, a critical study of Wolfe 
from a British point of view. Wolfe’s 
letters to his mother, to his friends and 
to his editors have also been published 
and in 1953 Richard Walser collected 
twenty-five essays on Wolfe and his work, 
under the title of The Enigma of Thomas 
Wolfe. In 1954, New York University, 
where Wolfe taught, issued two volumes 
relating to Wolfe and the university and 
its professors. 

Obviously, there has developed in 
America a Thomas Wolfe cult. And the 
odd thing is that Wolfe was just the sort 
of writer to have won a large following 
years after his death. He was an unusual 
man, an extraordinary writer and per- 
sonality. Not only do readers argue his 
merits, but critics seem undecided as to 
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where to place him. He eludes them all. 
Wolfe remains an enigma to them because 
he is difficult to fathom even after he has 
poured out millions of words, tortured, 
magnificent words which sometimes make 
great literature. Among the many by- 
products of the debates concerning him, 
is the question: was Thomas Wolfe, in 
his sensitivity, in his great feeling for 
humanity, in his perception, in his won- 
derfully evocative writing, an anti-Semite? 
For Thomas Wolfe, who attempted to 
embrace the whole world both in his 
living and his writing, has been labelled 
a Jew-hater by some literary critics who 
have evaluated his work and by individ- 
uals who knew his personal animuses. 
The subject is not an unimportant one, 
for in answering the question of whether 
Wolfe hated Jews, one cuts deeply into 
the mentality, the work, and the values 
of the artist himself. The writings of 
Thomas Wolfe are unforgettable, but 
difficult to wade through, for he was a 
rich writer, a man who had much within 
him and was lavish with his thoughts, his 
experiences and his emotions. Before he 
died he published three books, his two 
massive novels, Look Homeward, Angel 
and Of Time and the River, and a lucid, 
sensitive little book called The Story of 
a Novel, in which he told of how he wrote 
his novels. When he died suddenly in 
1938, Wolfe left huge, unedited manu- 
scripts behind. Eventually, after careful 
pruning by astute editors, there emerged 
The Web and the Rock and You Can’t 
Go Home Again, two more large novels; 
The Hills Beyond, which included a long 
but incomplete work and some short 
stories, and a few more small books which 
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were culled by various editors who 
thought that they had enough unpublished 
material left by Wolfe to warrant the 
publication of additional volumes. 


In effect, however, Thomas Wolfe will 
be—and has been—judged by his four 
major novels, all overwritten, all lush, all 
full of his torment and his passion. The 
critics have had a field day at Wolfe’s 
expense, and some of them have pointed 
to his material on or about Jews. Before 
dealing with their treatment of him, it is 
first pertinent to analyze his novels in 
relation to the Jews in them. In studying 
his attitude toward the Jews, as both 
individuals and symbols, one may dis- 
cover some of the intricate wheels within 
him and why they turned as they did. 


In Look Homeward, Angel, his first 
novel, Thomas Wolfe writes a frankly 
autobiographical novel, even though his 
major protagonist is Eugene Gant. So 
careless is Wolfe with the subterfuge that 
sometimes he refers to Eugene, sometimes 
to “I.” Wolfe is Eugene Gant, the Southern 
boy who is too tall, whose face is pimply, 
who hates his mother’s mania for real 
estate, who watches his father die a long 
and lingering death of cancer. Eugene is 
a maladjusted and unhappy boy, awk- 
ward, disorderly. He sells newspapers in 
Niggertown, experiences the callousness 
of life through the boarders in his mother’s 
house, attends classes, watches with agony 
as his brother Ben dies of pneumonia and 


finally leaves to study at Harvard as the 
book ends. 


Look Homeward, Angel is a novel full 
of poetic passages, of Wolfe’s best writing. 
Some of his phrases are beautifully turned 
and his power of description is masterful. 
The dying Gant is a remarkable figure 
and so is Eliza, Eugene’s mother, of whom 
he writes, “It was the tragic flaw of her 
temperament to get to the vital point too 
late.” Throughout the book there are 
flashes of penetrating insights. Of Eliza, 
Wolfe adds, “Her sex was a fading coal.” 
And of the relationship between Gant and 


THE CHICAGO JEWISH FORUM 


Eliza, Wolfe writes: “Sometimes .. . his 
good humor grew so victorious that he 
would attempt clumsily to fondle her... 
Her white embarrassed smile was at once 
painful and comic; tears pressed closely 
behind it. At these rare, unnatural ex- 
hibitions of affection, the children laughed 
with constraint, fidgeted restlessly, and 
said, ‘Aw, papa, don’t.’” 

In Gant’s “great frame was already 
stirring the chemistry of pain and death”; 
Ben, Eugene’s brother, whose death so 
deeply moved him, “walked alone in the 
darkness . . . and no one saw him.” 


But in Eugene Gant’s world there was 
more than his family. Gregarious and 
gargantuan like his creator, Eugene Gant 
observed “slow-bodied women from the 
hot rich South,” and he heard “the rich 
laughter of women, tender and cruel upon 
the dark porches.” To him, Spring “lay 
strewn lightly like a fragrant gauzy scarf 
upon the earth.” And his sense of smell, 
like his feeling for food and his love for 
the material things in life were stupendous. 


But in this first novel by Wolfe, there 
are indications that the Jews were part 
of his life; a small part, but in later books, 
their role expanded. 

Eugene’s brother Luke, who “wanted 
above all else to be esteemed and liked 
by the world,” was a go-getter and amused 
his family by showing them how he ob- 
tained magazine and newspaper subscrip- 
tions. He was a good mimic and he per- 
formed before the Gant family. 

“How many do you want, you little 
Kike?” he mimicked. And Wolfe adds: 
“for he had several Jews in his employ: 
they worshipped him and he was very 
fond of them—he liked their warmth, 
richness, humor.” 

There was a Jewish boarder in Eliza’s 
house, “a thin-faced Jew” who “coughed 
through the interminable dark.” Wolfe 
remarks: “The Jew was a kind man.” 
And when Eugene was a child he was 
sent by his sister Helen “to the little 
Jewish grocery down the street for the 
sour relishes she liked so well.” 
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In a later novel, Wolfe describes at 
great length a Jew named Abraham Jones, 
and most critics refer to Jones in their 
studies on Wolfe. But the forerunner of 
Jones was a Jew in Look Homeward, 
Angel, Edward Michalove, and his family. 


“None of them looked Jewish,” Wolfe 
observes, “they all had a soft dark flu- 
orescence of appearance.” And Edward 
himself, who was a constant target of 
abuse, had “a mincing walk, with the 
constant gesture of catching maidenly at 
the fringe of his coat as he walked along, 
his high husky voice, with a voluptuous 
and feminine current playing through it, 
drew upon him at once the terrible battery 
of their dislike.” 


Edward Michalove was the first Jew 
to whom Eugene Gant-Thomas Wolfe— 
gave serious thought. In a beautifully 
written passage, Wolfe writes: 

Eugene thought of this young Jew years later 
with the old piercing shame, with the riving 
pain by which a man recalls the irrevocable 
moment of some cowardly or dishonorable act. 
For not only did he join in the persecution of 
the boy—he was also glad at heart because of 
the existence of some one weaker than himself, 
some one at whom the flood of ridicule might be 
directed. Years later it came to him that on the 
narrow shoulders of that Jew lay a burden he 
might otherwise have borne, that that overladen 
heart was swollen with a misery that might 
have been his. 

... He never forgot the Jew; he always thought 
of him with shame. But it was many years 
before he could understand that that sensitive 
and feminine person, bound to him by the secret 
and terrible bonds of his own dishonor, had in 
him nothing perverse, nothing unnatural, nothing 
degenerate. He was as much like a woman as 
a man. That was all. 


In this passage there are compassion 
and pity, but it should be borne in mind 
that the major Jew in this novel is a 
homosexual. In itself, this is not signifi- 
cant, but every major Jewish character 
in Wolfe’s writings is “different” from the 
general run of individual. In Of Time and 
the River there is a longer, more cruel 
description of another homosexual named 
Francis Starwick. Throughout all of 
Wolfe’s work there are odd and fascinat- 
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ing characters. His Jewish personalities, 
however, are all maladjusted, “queer” 
and, often, shot through with cruelty. 
Michalove is “favorably” drawn, but the 
only other Jewish reference in Look 
Homeward, Angel is to Disraeli and Wolfe 
writes of “the weary craftiness on the 
face of the great Jew, Disraeli.” 


Look Homeward, Angel was published 
in 1929 and it should be remembered that 
it is a product of the twenties and minor- 
ity groups were being dealt with by 
writers like Michael Gold, Ben Hecht, 
John Dos Passos and Theodore Dreiser. 
Jews were fair game for them and Wolfe, 
who had met Jews and who was unable 
to eliminate from his books any incidents 
which actually occurred in his own life, 
discussed and described them. Unlike the 
“radical” writers, Wolfe was a romantic 
and was not afraid of overwriting and 
using lush language. But in his intensity 
and in his complete honesty he stands 
revealed for what he was and it is obvious 
that his Jews were the sort of people who 
would inflame the anti-Semites. He might 
well have replied, “But that is how my 
Jews were!” And he would scarcely have 
realized that he was being labelled an 
anti-Semite. 

Wolfe’s approach to Jews in Of Time 
and the River is fuller than it is in his 
first book, but it is also more brutal. He 
uses his gifts for satire, his ear for dia- 
logue, his patience for putting down on 
paper everything he heard and saw, to 
draw portraits of all kinds of Jews— 
students, women, intellectuals, with a 
definitely anti-Jewish slant. But Wolfe 
was never a completely polished artist and 
he was never a whole man. Therefore, in 
his cynical passages concerning Jews there 
are also moments of friendliness. A critic 
can excise passages of Wolfe and make 
him out to be an anti-Semite, and then a 
second critic can point to other passages 
in Wolfe’s books and show that Wolfe 
understood the position of the Jew in 
American life and that he sympathized 
with that position. 
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Of Time and the River, published six 
years after Look Homeward, Angel, be- 
gins with Eugene Gant’s student days at 
Harvard, where he studies playwriting. 
It is in this book, that his father finally 
dies and that he meets and falls under 
the influence of the homosexual Starwick. 
He writes a novel, which is rejected; he 
becomes a teacher at New York Univer- 
sity, which he calls a School of Utility 
Cultures, and eventually goes to Europe, 
where he falls in love and finally discovers 
that Starwick is a homosexual. On his 
way home from Europe he thinks through 
his experiences and when he sees the 
American shore he observes a woman 
named Esther, who becomes Esther Jack 
in The Web and the Rock, the major 
heroine of his later and posthumous novels. 


It is in his love affair with Esther Jack 
that Wolfe most clearly expresses his 
feelings about the Jews, but in Of Time 
and the River Wolfe meets many Jews 
in his college classes and the venom which 
wells up within him comes to the fore 
in this long novel. 


When Eugene Gant attends Cambridge, 
he decides to look up his Uncle Bascom 
Pentland, a familiar figure in Wolfe’s 
fictional world. One of the men who works 
for Uncle Bascom is a Mr. Samuel Fried- 
man, “a pale somewhat meagre-looking 
little Jew with a sharp ferret face.” In 
describing him, Wolfe goes into minute 
detail. “Mr. Friedman,” he writes, “had 
none of the richness, color and humor 
that some members of his race so abun- 
dantly possess.” 


In the section entitled “Proteus: The 
City,” in which Wolfe offers his impres- 
sions of travel in America, in living in a 
metropolitan city, in meeting all sorts of 
people so that the end impression is one 
of living in a large, mysterious, thrilling 
city, Wolfe releases his entire arsenal of 
writing weapons: his rich vocabulary, his 
retentive memory for things seen, ex- 
perienced, and felt, his ecstasy and his 
passion. 
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Here is one of the most eloquent pas- 
sages in this section: 

He saw again the million faces—the faces dark, 
dingy, driven, harried, and corrupt, the faces 
stamped with all the familiar markings of sus- 
picion and mistrust, cunning, contriving and a 
hard stupid cynicism. There were the faces, thin 
and febrile, of the taxi drivers, the faces cunning, 
sly, and furtive, the hard twisted mouths and 
rasping voices, the eyes glittering and toxic with 
unnatural fires. And there were the faces cruel, 
arrogant and knowing of the beak-nosed Jews, 
the brutal heavy figures of the Irish cops . 
They were all there as he remembered them— 
a race mongrel, dark, and feverish, swarming 
along forever on the pavements, moving in 
tune to that vast central energy, filled with the 
city’s life, as with a general and dynamic fluid. 


The ‘“beak-nosed” Jew is a Wolfe ex- 
pression which is met throughout the 
book. In the above passage one senses a 
dislike for humanity in general, a feeling 
of revulsion that there are so many differ- 
ent kinds of people, jammed together on 
the face of the earth. But Wolfe turns 
more specifically to anti-Jewish writing 
a few pages later, when he describes 
Eugene’s going to bed at night in the city. 

At night, when he went to bed in his little 
cell at the cheap little hotel nearby where he 
lived, the thought of the class he had to meet 
the next day fed at his heart and bowels with 
cold poisonous mouths of fear, and as the hour 
for a class drew nigh he would begin to shake 
and tremble as if he had the ague; the successive 
stages of his journey from his room in the 
Leopold, to the class room at the university a 
few hundred yards away—from cell to elevator, 
from the tiled sterility of the hotel lobby to the 
dusty beaten light and violence of the street 
outside, thence to the brawling and ugly cor- 
ridors of the university, which drowned one, 
body and soul, with their swarming, shrieking, 
shouting tides of dark amber Jewish flesh, and 
thence into the comparative sanctuary of the 
class room with its smaller horde of thirty or 
forty Jews and Jewesses all laughing, shouting, 
screaming, thick with their hot and swarthy 
body-smells, their strong female odors of rut 
and crotch and arm-pit and cheap perfume, 
and their hard male smells that were rancid, 
stale and sour... . 


And then Wolfe turns to a heavy- 
handed satire, in telling of the class room 


itself. “He glanced up quickly and caught 
them in a series of sly communications: 
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at the back of the room Sadie Feinberg, 
her fat neck, half-turned to the right, was 
whispering out of the corner of her mouth 
to Miss Bessie Weisman; to the left Mr. 
Sidney Osherofsky was’ whispering 
rapidly and cynically behind his hand to 
Mr. Nathan Shulemovich.” 

It is at this stage of the story, when 
Eugene Gant is teaching at what is really 
NYU, that he meets Abraham Jones, one 
of the most pathetic and cruel caricatures 
of a Jew in contemporary fiction. The first 
description of Jones is that “he turned his 
cruel grinning Yiddish face to Eugene.” 
And then Wolfe devotes more than 
twenty-five pages to Abe Jones, an intel- 
lectual Jew whom Eugene first hates and 
then loves. Portrayed as “a picture of 
Yiddish melancholy,” Jones is a student 
who writes the best papers in Gant’s 
classes. He is brilliant and never makes 
mistakes. He becomes Eugene’s nemesis. 
He forces Eugene to work beyond himself. 
“He exulted in a feeling of cruel crowing 
Jewish mastery over Eugene’s bent ach- 
ing spirit.” Finally Eugene blows up. He 
cannot stand this clever Jew making silent 
fun of him, and proving that Abe Jones 
is better than Eugene Gant. In a violent 
argument, Eugene spits out: “I’ve had all 
I can stand from you... Why, you damned 
dull fellow ... Sitting there and sneering 
at me day after day with your damned 
Jew’s face.” 

When Jones breaks down under the 
torrent of abuse and weeps and begs for 
forgiveness, Eugene suddenly realizes that 
he likes Abe Jones, whose father came 
from Poland and whose Yiddish speech 
was not understood by an angry immigra- 
tion officer who tagged him with the name 
of “Jones.” 

To Eugene Gant and, therefore, to 
Thomas Wolfe, Abe Jones is the JEW: 
“If all the Polish-Russian Jews that ever 
swarmed along the ghettos of the earth 
had been compacted in a single frame the 
physical result might have been some- 
thing amazingly like Eugene’s friend 
Abraham Jones.” 
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And here Wolfe adds to his gallery of 
notable portraits one of the most vivid of 
all. The detail is minute, but the non- 
Jewish reader can scarcely be blamed if 
he is made to think that the Jew is evil: 
The whole flag and banner of his race was in 
the enormous putty-colored nose that bulged, 
flared and sprouted with the disproportionate 
extravagance of a caricature or a dill-pickle 
over his pale, slightly freckled and rather meagre 
face; he had a wide, thin, somewhat cruel- 
looking mouth, dull weak eyes that stared, 
blinked and grew misty with a murky, somewhat 
slimily ropy feeling behind his spectacles, a low, 
dull, and slanting forehead, almost reptilian in 
its ugliness, that sloped painfully back an inch 
or two into the fringes of unpleasantly greasy 
curls and coils of dark, short, screwy hair... 
Indistinguishable in his speech gait, dress, and 
tallow pigmentation from the typical sell-and- 
pavement article, at the same time, although 
ugly, meagre, toughened, gnarled and _half- 
articulate . . . he was honest, loyal, somehow 
good and memorable, grained with the life and 
movement of a thousand streets, seasoned and 
alert, a living character, a city man. 


Abe had a mother, a sister with an 
illegitimate child, and another sister who 
was a “dark, tortured and sensitive Jew- 
ess, with a big nose and one blind eye.” 

To Wolfe, Abe Jones is a voluble in- 
tellectual, who writes love letters to count- 
less girls, even though he sees the girls 
frequently. He writes of Marx and Have- 
lock Ellis. He loves to abuse waiters and 
is sustained by an overpowering vanity. 
He is ambitious and is “engulfed in a 
great cloud of Yiddish murk.” He is a 
“dogged, loyal, and faithful friend, the 
salt of the earth, a wonderfully good, 
rare, and high person.” 

In writing of Jones, the word-intoxi- 
cated Wolfe reminds one of a vodka- 
filled Russian peasant who speaks in soft 
sentimentalities while at the same time 
he kills Jews. From sentence to sentence 
Wolfe changes his mind. In Arthur Koest- 
ler’s Thieves in the Night a character 
says: “Ay, don’t we know the Bottle and 
what it does to the goy—the songs at the 
top, the sentimentality in the middle, and 
the pogrom at the bottom.” To Wolfe, 
Jones is ugly and cruel; then he is won- 
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derful and the salt of the earth. The 
reader does not know what Wolfe’s final 
opinion is. Or should there be one? What 
is evident is that Wolfe writes of Jones, 
the Jew, as though he possessed all the 
faults and all the virtues of mankind, yet 
he stamps Jones with the label JEW. 


In the same section of this novel, “Pro- 
teus: The City,” Wolfe writes of Jewish 
women as though they were the essence 
of carnality, the apex of desire. He de- 
scribes “the potent young Jewesses, thick, 
hot, and heavy with a female odor... 
the girls, the proud and potent Jewesses 
with their amber flesh . . . with their 
lustful caution and their hot virginity ... 
the rich sensual voices of the Jewesses, 
receiving, giving, returning and with- 
drawing.” 

In a three-page aside, Wolfe writes of 
Jewish women, who “were as old as 
nature, and as round as the earth: they 
had a curve in them. They had gone to 
the wailing walls of death and love for 
seven thousand years, the strong con- 
vulsive faces of the Jews were ripe with 
grief and wisdom, and the curve of the 
soul of the Jewish women was still un- 
broken.” Here Wolfe adds: “Female, 
fertile, yolky, fruitful as the earth and 
ready for the plow, they offered to the 
famished wanderer, the alien, the exile, 
the baffled and infuriated man, escape and 
surcease of the handsome barren women.” 


Wolfe attempts to discover in an artistic 
symbol—the hot Jewess—the meaning of 
an entire people. But the people and the 
women are both a mystery to him. In his 
own loneliness and frustration, Wolfe 
creates a Jewish woman who does not 
exist. 

The sexually symbolic importance of 
the Jewess in literature is clarified by the 
French Existentialist Jean-Paul Sartre in 
Anti-Semite and Jew, in which he says: 
“One of the components of his [the anti- 
Semite’s] hatred is a deep sexual attrac- 
tion to Jews. . . . The phrase ‘a beautiful 
Jewess,’ had a kind of flavor of rape and 
massacre.” Wolfe writes that Jews know 
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their women will betray them with Gen- 
tile lovers, but that the Jews know they 
will, in time, regain their women. His 
own sensitivity cannot compare with 
Jewish sensitivity, but while he cracks 
under the strain, “these old, wise, weary, 
patient, pain-devouring, subtle-minded 
Jews” endure. And this thought haunts 
him. 


Of Time and the River contains other 
allusions to Jews. Abe Jones’ mother is 
called “an old woman, with the powerful 
and primitive features of the aged Jewess. 
Her life . . . had the agelessness of the 
earth.” Two young Jews are snarled at 
by Irishmen who call them “Kikes” and 
“Jews” with Anglo-Saxon expletives to 
match. A Jewish Rhodes scholar, whom 
Eugene meets in England, named Fried, 
“maintained his integrity” and did not 
have “a spurious, fearful, evasive quality.” 
Fried becomes involved in a debate on 
Jew-baiting and when it is over “the dark, 
embittered visage of the Jew surveyed 
them wearily, and held them in its sway 
again.” 

What can be said of Wolfe’s feelings 
toward the Jews in this novel? After 
writing briefly about Jews in Look Home- 
ward, Angel, he devoted literally thou- 
sands of words to the Jews of Of Time 
and the River. How clearly do the Jews 
come through his pages? His Jews are 
peculiar people. His Jewish women, like 
some of William Faulkner’s women, are 
mere sex mechanisms. His Jewish intel- 
lectuals are talked about and written 
about at length, but they do not live. 
Abe Jones is a caricature and the concept 
that only Jewish women are desirable is 
rooted in a feeling that the Jew is an 
alien, somehow connected with Jews all 
over the world by an invisible and vile 
string, which makes their women myster- 
ious and glamorous. 

Wolfe was told, after his first two novels 
were published, that his work was too 
confessional, too autobiographical. Thus 
there was the implication that his com- 
ments on Jews were based on unhappy 
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experiences he had with them. To avoid 
criticism that he was unimaginative, he 
turned from Eugene Gant to George 
Webber in The Web and the Rock and 
You Can’t Go Home Again, both published 
posthumously. By this name-changing 
Wolfe hoped to get away from the charges 
that he was unable to create from the 
whole mind. But his love affair with 
Esther Jack, in which Wolfe’s develop- 
ment and his attitude toward Jews runs 
parallel, is as autobiographical as the 
events described in his earlier books. 


There are many fine things in The Web 
and the Rock, but the bulk of the novel 
deals with the tempestuous love affair 
between George Webber and Esther Jack. 
One critic has called the affair a pro- 
tracted Walpurgisnacht, which ends when 
Webber goes to Germany to recover. The 
book ends in a series of introspective 
passages which lead to the conclusion that 
“You can’t go home again.” The novel 
ends with this line and the final novel 
carries this phrase as its title. 


Not only does Wolfe deal in this narra- 
tive with the love affair between Webber 
and Esther Jack, but he also expends 
magnificent passages on describing the 
city, an old Wolfean trick. One of the 
most evocative passages is the one on the 
East Side, the Jewish ghetto of New York. 
He calls the East Side “by all odds the 
richest, most exciting, the most colorful 
New York he had ever known,” although 
in a letter to his mother, Wolfe wrote that 
“New York I detest—it is the apex of 
discomfort and semi-barbarism.” (Thomas 
Wolfe’s Letters to His Mother, edited by 
John Skally Terry.) 

Esther Jack is a stage designer, a beauti- 
ful woman, rich and fascinating. She falls 
in love with the temperamental George 
Webber. Their affair is a long one, loaded 
with talk, ecstasy, and cruelty. She knows 
all the right people, and is a great help 
to him. In real life Wolfe was very friendly 
with Aline Bernstein, the stage and cos- 
tume designer. She paid half of his rent 
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while he taught at NYU and when he 
made his will, she was to share in it with 
Wolfe’s mother. In a letter to his mother, 
Wolfe said that Miss Bernstein is ‘a very 
fine and lovely woman, and the best 
friend I have ever had.” Aline Bernstein’s 
account of the affair can be read in The 
Journey Down, a curious, lyrical novel, 
in which she writes of her lover with 
compassion and deep understanding. In 
her dialogue, one recognizes Wolfe, for 
he calls her, “My rich ripe Jewess.” But 
she puts down her feelings tenderly and 
clearly when she writes: “My Jewish 
blood, he hates the Jews . . . He hates the 
Jews, he says he does, but he loves the 
cooking, I know. I will have to go soon 
to buy dinner. . . . It is a funny idea, his 
eating kosher meat, will it make him 
Jewish? He likes to stress our unpleasant- 
ness, but he loves all about me that I 
have inherited from the Leyden family.” 
And then she recalls an argument they 
have had. “Can’t you realize,” he had 
said, “that I don’t care for you any more, 
with your Jewish hysteria, you make me 
want to vomit.” Toward the end of her 
book, she adds: “Very little was changed, 
except the immortal change that he no 
longer loved her.” 


In Wolfe’s novel Esther and George 
suffer greatly with each other. He is 
unfaithful to her, suspicious of her, and 
looks upon her as the symbol of evil. In 
recalling Wolfe’s views of Jewish women 
in Of Time and the River as carnality 
personified, it is not surprising that he 
punishes her mercilessly in violent verbal 
lashings. He heaps abuse on her as a 
Jewess, mainly because of his own feel- 
ings of frustration. 


Esther’s father was a German, her 
mother a Jewess, and she always remem- 
bered that when her father married a 
Jewish woman, he was “an alien, a 
stranger, and an exile among dark faces 
—with us but never of us.” In “Penelope’s 
Web,” a fragment of The Web and the 
Rock, Esther tells George of other Jews 
she has known: 
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And, oh yes! I should like to tell about Jews 
and Christians and about Jews who change 
their names. There’s this fellow Burke! Doesn’t 
it want to make you to laugh? Nathaniel Burke 
my eye! ... His real name is Nathan Berkovich. 
I’ve known his people all my life... . His 
mother and father were such nice old people. 
The old fellow had a store on Grand Street. 
He wore a beard and a derby hat, and washed 
his hands in a certain way they have before 
eating. There’s something awfully nice about old 
Jews like that. They were orthodox, of course, 
and I think it almost killed them the way he’s 
acted. He won’t go near them any more. Isn’t 
it a shame—to throw that wonderful thing away 
in order to become an imitation Christian? 

We're fine people. They sneer at us and mock 
us, but we’re fine people just the same. 

Wolfe introduces other Jews in this 
novel. A Mr. Rosen “had changed his 
name but he had made no effort to change 
his race or his identity.” He had “a very 
princely quality—the princely quality 
that almost all Jews have, and that few 
rich Christians ever get. In describing 
Rosen, Wolfe remarks about Jews in 
general: “There is, of course, no greater 
fallacy than the one about the stinginess 
of Jews. They are the most lavish and 
opulent race on earth.” 


In this section of the book and at this 
stage of his life, Wolfe meets rich, influ- 
ential and artistic Jews. But this is not the 
same Wolfe who had written Look Home- 
ward, Angel. He had worked on that 
novel while he was a struggling teacher. 
The Web and the Rock was written after 
Wolfe had won fame with his other two 
novels. He was a made man, and his Jews 
are no longer the little grocery store Jews 
of North Carolina; they are rich and 
intelligent New York Jews. 

“The Jews,” Wolfe declares, “loved 
what was beautiful and pleasant in life. 
Rich Jews and poor Jews were full of 
life and curiosity.” He adds that “the rich 
Jews . .. established art theatres and 
made them pay, they spent week-ends 
with Bernard Shaw, they got analyzed by 
Sigmund Freud” and the poor Jews 
“swarmed, they fought, they haggled, 
they pinched the vegetables, and prodded 
the meat, they talked with dirty fingers, 
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they swore that they were being robbed 
and swindled,” but they “also enjoyed 
life.” 

Nevertheless, when George and Esther 
squabble through interminably long pages, 
the race issue is important. As frustration 
gnaws at him, Webber (and Wolfe) is 
less and less able to get along with Esther. 
“She seemed the fatal root of his mad- 
ness,” and he saw in his mind’s eye, “a 
mad, distorted picture.” He saw “a dark 
regiment of Jewish women in their lavish 
beauty . . . he saw their proud bodies 
opulently gowned. . . . They were the 
living rack on which the trembling backs 
of all their Christian lovers had been 
broken, the living cross on which the 
flesh and marrow of Christian men had 
been crucified.” And Wolfe adds the 
familiar melody when he writes: 

And behind them always in the splendor of 
the night were the dark faces of great, beak- 
nosed Jews, filled with insolence and scorn, with 
dark pride and an unutterable patience, with 
endurance and humility and with an ancient and 
unspeakable irony as they saw their daughters 
and their wives yield their bodies into the 
embraces of their Gentile lovers. 


Here the mystery of the Jewish people 
rises to plague him. Again he makes of 
Jewish femininity the height of carnal 
desire and the root of all evil. In his own 
complex frustrations, in his ignorance of 
Judaism itself, but in his familiarity with 
his obsessed vision of an erotic Jewish 
womanhood which sometimes betrays him 
but always eludes him, Wolfe indulges in 
an inverted sort of Jew-hating. It is sub- 
conscious, but it is within him. 


In Wolfe’s final novel, You Can’t Go 
Home Again, the love affair between 
George and Esther erupts again and again 
and as it does, the virulence of Webber’s 
(and Wolfe’s) Jew-hating becomes clearer. 
In The Web and the Rock, Webber had 
exploded with Jew-baiting in an argument 
with Esther. He has called her all types 
of vile names, when she replies: 

Wench! Hussy! Jew! These are some of the 


vile names you have called me . . . God! You 
Christians are a charming lot! You talk about 
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the Jews! Just try to find a Jew that would 
treat his children in that way! Your mother’s 
people kicked you out when you were sixteen 
... Do they ever think of you? 

But the violence is not at an end. 
Webber, in a moment of bitterness at 
himself, asks Esther: “I hate no one but 
myself. Esther, in God’s name what’s 
gone wrong with me?” 

At this point there is a passage in 
which Esther characterizes Wolfe, or 
Webber. Maxwell Geismar, in Writers in 
Crisis, a brilliant critical study of six 
American writers, including, of course, 
Thomas Wolfe, says of this passage that 
it is “one of the best refutations of anti- 


Semitism in our time.” 

“Now,” she thought, “I know exactly what he’s 
thinking. There are still a few things in the 
universe which have not been arranged to suit 
his pleasure, so he wants to see them changed. 
And his desires are modest, aren’t they? Very?” 
she thought bitterly. “All he wants is to eat his 
cake and keep on having it forever. He’s tired 
of me and he wishes I would go away and leave 
him here alone to contemplate his navel. He 
also wishes I would stay here with him. I am 
the one he loves, his jolly little Jew that he 
adored and could devour, and I am also the evil 
wench who lies in wait for unsuspecting country 
boys. I am the joy and glory of his life, and I 
am also the sinister and corrupt harpy who has 
been employed by the forces of darkness to 
kill and destroy his life. And why? Why, be- 
cause he is so innocent and pure—God! Could 
anyone believe it if they heard it!—and all the 
rotten people who hate life are staying up at 
night plotting how to wreck and ruin him. The 
Jews hate the Christians, and they also love 
them. The Jewish women seduce the pure young 
Christian boys because they love them, and 
want to destroy them, and the Jewish men, 
cynical and resigned, look on and rub their 
hands in glee because they hate the Christians 
and also love them too, and want to destroy 
them because they love to see them suffer, but 
really adore them because they feel such sym- 
pathy and pity for them, and yet say nothing 
because they get an obscene sexual satisfaction 
from the spectacle, and because their souls are 
old and patient, and they have known that their 
women were unfaithful for seven thousand years, 
and they must suffer and endure it. Weave! 
Weave! Weave! He weaves it day and night out 
of his crazy and tormented brain until not even 
Einstein can make head or tail of it—and yet he 
thinks it all as plain and clear as day! . 
Weave weave, weave!” she thought. “Weave, 


97 


you crazy and tormented weaver, until you are 
caught up and tangled hopelessly in your own 
web!” 

You Can’t Go Home Again describes 
not only the final breakup of the Webber- 
Jack affair, but also tells of Webber’s 
attitude toward Germany. It should, at 
this point, be recalled that Thomas Wolfe 
was adored by the German reading public 
and Wolfe, eternally sensitive, was grate- 
ful to the Germans for their admiration. 
Roger Burlingame, in Of Making Many 
Books, a history of the publishing firm of 
Scribner’s, deals with Thomas Wolfe’s 
relations with the German people. In a 
letter to the firm which published his first 
two novels, Wolfe wrote that the “German 
people are, I think, the cleanest, the kind- 
est, the warmest-hearted, and the most 
honorable people I have met in Europe.” 
Two years later, in “I Have a Thing to 
Tell You,” which appeared in the New 
Republic in 1937 and also in You Can’t 
Go Home Again, Wolfe revealed how 
much he had changed his views about 
the Germans. 


Near the end of the novel, when Webber 
visits Germany, he finds that he cannot 
bear its stifling totalitarianism. There is 
the pathetic and masterfully told story of 
the little Jew who tries to leave the 
country on the same train on which 
Webber is travelling. The Jew is caught 
at the border and is taken away by the 
police to return to what is certain death. 


Here is the final passage from the 
narrative: 

And the little man—he, too, paused once from 
his feverish effort to explain. As the car in 
which he had been riding slid by, he lifted his 
pasty face and terror-stricken eyes, and for a 
moment his lips were stilled of their anxious 
pleading. He looked once, directly and stead- 
fastly, at his former companions, and they at 
him. And in that gaze there was all the un- 
measured weight of man’s mortal anguish. George 
and the others felt somehow naked and ashamed, 
and somehow guilty. They all felt that they 
were saying farewell not to a man, but to 
humanity; not to some pathetic stranger, some 
chance acquaintance of the voyage, but to man- 
kind; not to some nameless cipher out of life; 
but to the fading image of a brother’s face. 
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In his letter, Wolfe said it this way: 

All of a sudden, without knowing why, I felt 
myself trembling with a murderous and incom- 
prehensible anger. I wanted to smash that fat 
neck with the creases in it. I wanted to pound 
that inflamed and blunted face into a jelly. I 
wanted to kick square and hard, bury my foot, 
dead-center in the obscene fleshiness of those 
clumsy buttocks. And I knew that I was help- 
less . . . I felt impotent, shackled, unable to 
stir against the walls of an obscene authority. 

Mr. Burlingame adds that the story, 
like the letter “is essential to a full under- 
standing of this author’s mind under the 
impact of the threat he did not live to 
see fulfilled.” 


But Wolfe’s credo, in You Can’t Go 
Home Again, perhaps the most moving 
prose passage he ever wrote, makes clear 
his views on the Nazis and the Jews 
whom they victimized. The Germans, he 
writes, “seemed to feel a desperate need 
to talk to someone who would understand. 
The thing was pent up in them, and my 
sympathy for all things German had burst 
the dam of their reserve and caution.” 
And they said, according to Wolfe, things 
like this: 

They told me stories of their friends and 
relatives who had . . . disappeared without a 
trace . . . stories of concentration camps and 
pogroms, stories of rich Jews stripped and beaten 
and robbed of everything they had and then 
denied the right to earn a pauper’s wage, stories 
of well-bred Jewesses despoiled and turned out 
of their homes and forced to kneel and scrub 
off anti-Nazi slogans scribbled on the sidewalks 
while young barbarians dressed like soldiers 
formed a ring and prodded them with bayonets 
and made the quiet places echo with the shame- 
less laughter of their mockery. It was a picture 
of the Dark Ages come again—shocking beyond 
belief, but true as the hell that man forever 
creates for himself. 

This was written before Belsen and the 
crematoria. But Thomas Wolfe understood 
it all when he wrote: “Thus it was that 
the corruption of man’s living faith and 
the inferno of his buried anguish came 
to me—and I recognized at last, in all its 
frightful aspects, the spiritual disease 
which was poisoning unto death a noble 
and mighty people.” 


Such words led social and literary 
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critics to change their views on Wolfe. 
From one angle, Leo Gurko writes in 
The Angry Decade, Wolfe was “a sort of 
literary Nazi” and “his comments on the 
Jews, for example, are almost wholly 
racist in tone.” But, Gurko finds—and 
so do others—“side by side with these 
impulses of hate and destruction, in a 
pattern almost classically ambivalent, 
there burgeons in Wolfe impulses of love 
and regeneration that are equally power- 
ful.” And: “His contemptuous references 
to Jews have a way of oscillating to the 
other extreme, and ending in moments of 
identification with them.” 


There is no doubt that the world created 
by Thomas Wolfe, his gallery of living 
characters, his driving ecstasy and his 
genius in imprisoning on the printed page 
incandescent emotion, will keep Wolfe’s 
writings alive for new generations of 
Americans, for he brings up-to-date the 
cataclysms and the tremors of America. 
His books today are read more widely 
than they were in his own time and he 
remains an important literary figure in 
America, as is indicated by the fact that 
William Faulkner named him as the finest 
of contemporary American novelists. 


Wolfe was, first of all, a man who felt 
lost and alone in the world. “There are 
perhaps three people in the world who 
know or understand what I am like,” he 
wrote to his mother. He was a confused 
man who found the world too great for 
him to embrace it fully. In The Story of 
a Novel he said: “I wrote about night 
and darkness in America, and the faces 
of the sleepers in ten thousand little towns. 
. . . | wrote about death and sleep, and 
of that enfabled rock of life we call the 
city.” He found that Time was his Enemy, 
the Enemy to which he constantly referred 
and which, he knew, would beat him in 
the end. In his fight he realized that the 
Jew, in a symbolic fashion, opposed him. 
For the Jew was the Eternity which was 
denied to him; the Jew survived when he 
felt himself succumbing. The Jew was 
strong where he was weak; the Jew un- 
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derstood, where he was confused. Where 
he was carnal, the Jew was pure and 
where the Jew was confident, Wolfe was 
lost and bewildered. 

Thomas Wolfe, in his complex confusion, 
misunderstood and understood the Jew. 
Joseph Warren Beach has written that 
“he feels that he will not be able to 
survive his contacts with the Jews—him- 
self so tender and sensitive, the Jews so 
tough and unbreakable.” But Wolfe un- 
derstood, in flashes, that the Jews, who 
were as sensitive as he, had an inner 
comfort which he lacked and thus were 
able to survive. Time was his Enemy— 
and he fought it. The Jew was the im- 
placable reminder to him that he was 
losing while the Jew was winning. In his 
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agony he assailed the Jew. But in his 
honesty he loved the same Jew he some- 
times hated. 

Wolfe saw the world through a magni- 
fying glass. Therefore, his passions, his 
appetites, his pains, his loves, his hates, 
his family and his Jews are distorted and 
exaggerated. But he was an artist who 
suffered always, who felt that the world 
would survive after him but that during 
his tenure on earth he would not capture 
its essence. He began defeated and died 
the same way, because he was doomed to 
failure, for his reach exceeded his grasp. 
But in his attempt to capture the whole 
world in a brief lifetime, he brought great 
beauty to it. And so, in a very deep sense, 
the Jew was his muse. 
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Edna Ferber: An American-Jewish Self-Portrait 


to “write American” rather than 

initiate the fashionable but morbid 
Russian classic authors. The American 
Scene remained hers to work in, to the 
very last, and yet she was poignantly 
aware of her Jewish heritage. When in- 
terviewed: “To what do you attribute 
your success as a writer?” she replied 
with but slight hesitation: “Well, I think 
it is because I was born a Jew.” 

When, in her autobiographic A Peculiar 
Treasure, she quoted from the Bible: 
“Now, therefore, if you will obey my 
voice indeed and keep my covenant, then 
ye shall be a peculiar treasure unto me 
above all people,” she alluded to both the 
American and Jewish heritage. She re- 
garded herself both as an American and 
as a Jew. As she once put it, “my Puritanic 
—Jewish conscience.” In a large way she 
presented in her classic autobiography an 
American Jewish self-portrait. More geni- 
ally than any other American author, she 
depicted Jewish Main Street, the average 
American Jewish family of a generation 
ago. 

Perhaps it was the advent of Hitlerism 
that impelled her to write her autobiog- 
raphy as a challenge that she was a Jew 
on the American scene “of right” and 
without apology. She tells the story of 
her Jewish childhood in Ottumwa, em- 
bittered by the anti-Semitic townspeople, 
but she pitied its citizenry for their degra- 
dation. The Jewish life in the American 
small town found in her its chronicler 
with both its shades and its bright patches. 
And throughout there runs a good hu- 
mored touch, with the result that she 
does not get soured at the Goy. And when 
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she chides, it is her America that she 
chides; always the American and always 
the Jew, the integrated American Jewess, 
she lives and creates in America of Today. 
When she was snubbed as a Jew, she 
retorted to the individual, but she did not 
cry out against all America. Thus, when 
her theatrical director offensively re- 
marked that he found it difficult to re- 
member those Jewish names, she promptly 
reminded him that a Jew, Daniel Froh- 
man, had been his employer for many 
years. She was not afraid to say that 
she doesn’t relish “goyish food” and to 
voice the opinion that the Jews were 
smart to observe their dietary laws. She 
is willing to plead guilty to the charge 
that the Jews are boastful of their descent, 
just as the Sons and Daughters of the 
American Revolution boast of their an- 
cestry—but she adds with devastating 
logic, “Certainly I never have thought of 
persecuting a Huguenot because he was 
proud of his great-great-grandfather.” 
She did not so much hate the anti- 
Semites as she despised them—‘“the old 
frustrated bums perched on the drug 
store railing.” Still, because Ottumwa 
was after all an American town, she 
voiced the hope that its people must feel 
some day embarrassment at the recollec- 
tion of its earlier ignorance and brutality. 
Even after she became famous she was 
called upon to put up with bigotry di- 
rected against her as a Jew. After she 
published American Beauty, a Yankee 
editor wrote hotly: “What right has a 
Jew to come to New England to write 
about it?” After Cimarron, an Oklahoman 
editor blurted out: “Go back to the 
Ghetto.” Yet she lived to see the day 
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when both Oklahomans and Connecticut 
Yankees were proud of having been writ- 
ten up by Edna Ferber. 

The basic problem of the adjustment 
of the Jew to the American Scene occu- 
pied a great deal of her thinking. There 
is her critical appraisal of the Jewish 
Community: “To the average Gentile, a 
Jew is a Jew. In the mind of the Jew 
himself there existed gradations based on 
ridiculous standards. The Polish Jew is 
looked down upon by the Russian Jew. 
The German and Hungarian Jew feels 
himself superior to the Russian, and the 
Spanish and Portuguese Jew feels him- 
self above all the tribe.” However, Miss 
Ferber attempts a fairly plausible ex- 
planation: “It appears that it was based 
upon hundreds of years’ difference in the 
freedom, economic conditions, customs, 
occupations, habits, health, and education 
of the various individuals.” 

A very wise observation is the follow- 
ing: “I can’t account for the fact that I 
didn’t resent being a Jew. Perhaps, be- 
cause I liked the way my own family 
lived, talked, conducted its household and 
its business better than I did the lives of 
my (Christian) friends.” Jewish family 
life preserved Edna Ferber’s Jewish 
equilibrium. 

Extremely interesting is the way she 
gives expression to her own healthy at- 
titude to her being as an American Jew 
in the preface to the book: “I should like 
in this book to write about being a Jew. 
But I have felt that one should definitely 
not brag about it. My Jewishness was, I 
thought, something to wear with becom- 
ing modesty.” She knew exactly what 
she wrote about, and why, in A Peculiar 
Treasure. “It is the story of an American 
Jewish family in the past half century, 
and as such is really a story about Amer- 
ica which I know and love.” 

What a pregnant thought, as she re- 
flects on the significant similarity between 
the “missions” of both America and Jewry. 
“America seems to be the Jew among the 
nations. It is resourceful, adaptable, ma- 
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ligned, envied, feared, imposed upon. It 
is warm-hearted, over-friendly, quick- 
witted, lavish, colorful, and given to ex- 
travagant speech. Its people are travelers 
and wanderers by nature, moving, shift- 
ing, restless, swarming.” 

She shrugs at the treatment her Gentile 
literary associates deal out to their Jewish 
material. “Old Jewish gentlemen of fiction 
and history invariably are depicted as 
Fagins or as bearded patriarchs full of 
Talmudic wisdom and piety.” The artist 
in her demands that the Jew be written 
up “as he is’”—neither better, nor worse. 

She continues elsewhere in a similar 
vein: “It irks me to have people say that 
Jews are a wonderful people. Jews are 
wonderful and terrible and good and bad 
and brilliant and stupid and evil and 
spiritual and vulgar and cultured and rich 
and beautiful and ugly and gifted and 
commonplace. Jews, in short, are people.” 

Edna Ferber’s definition of anti-Semi- 
tism is penetrating as well as devastating: 
“Anti-Semitism has through the centuries 
become a behavioristic habit like stealing 
or arson or murder. It is a way of think- 
ing that has been handed down from 
generation to generation—like tainted 
blood. It is a criminal weapon used against 
society by the unsuccessful, the bigoted, 
the degraded, the ignorant, the neurotic, 
the failures. It is mob psychology dis- 
played at its lowest and most unreason- 
ing.” This is definitely the very best 
analysis of the nature of anti-Semitism 
that has as yet been written. 

No less searching is the following ob- 
servation concerning the nature of the 
Jew: “The Jew has acquired great adapt- 
ability, nervous energy, ambition to suc- 
ceed, and a desire to be liked. Two 
thousand years of persecution have made 
the Jew quick to sympathy, quick witted, 
pleasant, humanly understanding.” 

What an audacious challenge is the 
following outburst: “The highest compli- 
ment that we can pay a Christian is to say 
of him that he has a Jewish heart.” 

And this was said by the author of 
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such 100% American best-sellers as Show 
Boat, Giant, Saratoga Trunk, So Big, 
Cimarron, etc. She was not afraid of 
antagonizing her reading public. 

Edna Ferber does not think of herself 
as a deeply religious Jew—and yet, “‘if 
I had to pick and choose among the re- 
ligions, I think I should choose the formal 
tenets of the Jewish faith. It is a simple, 
spiritual and uncomplicated belief in a 
simple God. The Jew in his worship has 
no sub-Gods, no saints, no graven images, 
no elaborate ceremonial.” 

Bitterly she resents the fact that the 
Church indoctrinates Christian children 
with the Crucifixion story and its implied 
charge against the Jew as a Christ-killer. 

Hitlerism she assailed with all the scorn 
she could muster. She denounced it as 
barbarism. “Laughter has gone out of the 
world,” she bewailed, and she felt em- 
bittered by “the curious indifference of 
the vast American Middle Class.” “A 
continent is contaminated,” she warned. 

During a pre-Hitlerian visit with re- 
lations in Berlin she encountered an as- 
similationist German Jewish family who 
fought shy of the very mention of any- 
thing Jewish, particularly of Jewish 
names, and Miss Ferber gives her re- 
action. “Well, I thought, you’re queer 
Jews. Why do you care a whoop if it 
sounds Jewish or not? It is Jewish. What 
of it?” Edna Ferber might well address 
herself to thousands of would-be assimi- 
lationists among certain sections of Amer- 
ican Jewry. 

However, one fails to go along with her 
reasoning in the following passage: “It 
always had been my contention that the 
Jew, left in peace for 2,000 years through- 
out the world, would lose his aggressive- 
ness, his tenacity and inner ambition, 
would be completely absorbed and vanish 
as a type from the face of the earth.” 
Naturally, Miss Ferber could not at the 
time she wrote this take into account the 
influence of the re-born State of Israel 
upon Diaspora Jewry. 

Moreover, one can understand but does 
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not necessarily share her hope that be- 
fore the Jew is completely destroyed “let 
us hope that we may again produce for 
the delight of the whole world another 
Meyerbeer, another Mendelssohn, another 
Bernhardt, golden-voiced, etc.” An Edna 
Ferber who is proud of the tales of 
courage and hardship she read in the 
pages of Jewish history is not expected 
to be content to salvage a handful of 
geniuses for the benefit of humanity out 
of the tragedy of the death of her people. 

With all that, no adequate explanation 
is available to account for the fact that 
Edna Ferber has not figured more promi- 
nently than she has in causes and move- 
ments. She was not a Zionist, though she 
wrote admiringly of Hadassah and of the 
Palestinian pioneers, and was delighted 
with her three days’ visit at Jerusalem. 
Which, however, does not detract from the 
thesis that her autobiography, A Peculiar 
Treasure, presents a fine portrait of an 
upstanding and wholesome American 
Jewish personality of our times. Happily 
she has carried over into her fictional 
world that same wholesome Jewish per- 
sonality which so genuinely characterized 
her own nature. 


Edna Ferber was willing and daring 
enough to devote one of her earlier works 
as far back as 1917, Fanny Herself, in its 
entirety to depicting a German Jewish 
family struggling to adjust itself in the 
Mid-West small town. This chronicle, in 
which both she herself and her mother 
are the heroines, was written with an 
admirable spirit of Jewish self-respect. 
The story of the Jewish career-woman of 
yesterday is told for the first time with 
remarkable frankness. There is nothing 
morbid in her attitude to Jews and Juda- 
ism. She freely accepts them: “These are 
my people.” Even Theodore, the purely 
fictional brother who is schooled in Ger- 
many, marries a Christian girl and for 
ten years lives in a judenrein European 
atmosphere, is moved to compose a “dis- 
tinctly Jewish theme, as Jewish as Kol 
Nidre.” There is little doubt that even as 
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she did in Fanny Herself Edna Ferber 
put a good deal of her own spiritual self 
in Sol Levy. Sol Levy is substantially the 
fictional male counterpart to Edna Ferber. 


In Great Son Miss Ferber deals with a 
tender sympathy with a German Jewish 
refugee girl who has been hurt by her 
Nazi experience so deeply that “nothing 
can touch her now.” Reggie put it so very 
poignantly: “I don’t want to get attached 
to any house or any room or anything or 
anybody ever again. It’s better not to 
care about anything.” Her Gentile friends 
do, however, try to integrate her into 
American life. 


In Emmy McChesney & Co. we return 
to the Jewish business people. Fat Ed 
Meyers of the Sans Silk Shirt Company, 
the traveling salesman, who is a sporty 
dresser is not by any means an uncultured 
person. Mannie Nussbaum of Portland is 
“a temperamental buyer. He couldn’t be 
forced, he couldn’t be coaxed, be led. But 
when he liked a line he bought like mad.” 
Then there is Lilly Bernstein, “the pretti- 
est girl in our shop, a tiger-lily—all 
browns and golds and cream—-all gra- 
ciousness and warmth and lovely curves ” 
But what practical wisdom is here, too: 
“Work’s all the style this year. They’re 
all doing it. Look at the Vanderbilts and 
that Morgan girl and the whole crowd. 
These days you can’t tell whether the girl 
at the machine next to you lives in the 
Bronx or on Fifth Avenue.” And best 
of all, there is Sophie Kumpf who had 
been with T. A. Buck Company for 30 
years, “had educated her children, mar- 
ried them off and welcomed their children 
—bright eyes, her ample hips, all that 
made Sophie an object to comfort and 
rest the eyes.” 


There is this very fine thing about all 
of Edna Ferber’s Jewish characters, that 
they are real, genuine people, not neu- 
rotics, and not eccentrics. Jews are part 
of the normal American scene, and as 
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such Edna Ferber has included them 
without apology in practically every one 
of her major works. 

All in all it is this writer’s considered 
judgment that both Edna Ferber’s autobi- 
ography and the Jewish characters in her 
fictional works will together occupy a 
unique and enduring niche in the Jewish 
scene of our American literature. 





SHOMER'S SONG 
By PautineE F. KLEINMAIER 


Shoshana Damari 
maid from the Yemenites 
how shall I sing of thy delights? 


Thou comest, unafraid 

unto the tents of Israel 

into the ambuscade,— 

thy whiteness a frail 

light in the dark outposts of our night. 


Iridescence of midnight is in thy hair, 


As almond blossoms when the Spring is 
young, 


thy skin is fair. 

Thine eyes leap like Bedouin fires 
when the moon is hung 

far beyond the Temple spires. 


Rose of Damar 

thy singing is a flute that rills 

like tumbling freshets in the hills. 
Temple tapers, thy fingers are, 

with fire upon their tips, 

and on thy lips 

strange songs that start 

the blood of courage to the fearful heart,— 
songs of poppies in a field,— 

red poppies,—red as blood. 

(O when will Israel’s wounds be healed?) 


Shoshana 
when thou are gone 
thy beauty lingers and thy voice trails on. 
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HEN I WAS A Boy and, together 
with my brother, lived for a time 
with our grandparents, questions 


of piety and religious devotion always 
bothered me. My grandparents were rig- 
idly orthodox and their observance of the 
Sabbath, I felt, was carried to extremes. 
Life periodically ceased in the house on 
South Boulevard for twenty-four hours. 

Promptly before dusk on Friday night 
my grandmother lighted the Shabbos 
lights, and Andrew, the combination yard 
and handy man, drove the car—an old 
Marmon with a high hood and lavender 
seat trimmings on the back upholstery— 
into the garage, where it stayed until we 
saw the first star in the sky the following 
evening. 

On Saturday morning we all walked to 
the synagogue, which was about two miles 
from the house, and at noon we made the 
trip back. My grandmother’s colored girl 
always served us cold chicken, which was 
left over from the day before, with potato 
pudding, zimmas, hot tea, and strudel. 
With the exception of the tea, the water 
for which had to be boiled by the cook, 
the food was prepared the day before. 

After lunch my grandparents napped, 
my grandfather in the bedroom and my 
grandmother on the couch in the library, 
while my brother and I sat on the cool 
side porch talking in whispers about the 
serial at the Forest Theatre. Ruth Roland 
was our favorite, and she had us in a 
state of high and nervous expectancy from 
week to week. 

My brother, who was two years my 
senior and certainly more adventurous, 
had a skeptical turn of mind, and chafed 
under the religious edicts of our elders. 
He didn’t mind the long walk to and from 
the synagogue, which clearly was an ob- 
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ligation not only to God, but to our grand- 
parents. Their eyesight was fading, and 
Harwood Street and Grand Avenue were 
two busy intersections which had to be 
crossed. Then too one of our functions 
was to carry the umbrella when the 
weather was bad. Now, to carry an um- 
brella was, beyond a doubt, a violation 
of the law, but since necessity willed that 
it must be taken it was less likely that 
God would be offended with us young- 
sters, who had had no time to accumulate 
any great store of transgressions, than 
with our grandparents. 

Besides, we got a dollar for this chore. 
The money was paid us on Saturday night 
by my grandfather after he had made the 
blessing which officially separated the 
Sabbath from the rest of the week. Out 
of this sum we each saved fifteen cents 
against the following Saturday, to insure 
our seeing Ruth Roland again. 

No, my brother didn’t chafe at the long 
walk to the synagogue, but at having to 
walk three blocks to the Saturday after- 
noon matinee. Why couldn’t we ride with 
Mrs. Kahn, who took her son Bennie and 
who, despite our constant refusals, still 
continued to stop by for us. “No thanks, 
Mrs. Kahn,” we would call out to her, 
“no thanks, we’re walking this afternoon.” 

Sometimes we called in an unnecessarily 
loud voice in order that my grandfather, 
perhaps not yet asleep in the library, 
might hear us refusing the ride. This was 
like money in the bank for us. Occasion- 
ally on Saturday night when he was 
pleased with our piety he would give us 
an additional fifty cents, insisting, how- 
ever, that we deposit it in the bank, a 
miniature cash register, which he kept on 
the bureau in his room. Nothing delighted 
my grandfather more—unless it was dili- 
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gently keeping the Sabbath—than saving 
a coin and subsequently depositing it in 
the bank. 

Our piety was frequently subject to 
examination by our grandparents and 
upon occasion reinforced. There were al- 
ways several burning questions between 
us: not only the necessity of walking to 
the movie, which my brother unwisely 
raised, but, more urgently, the advisabil- 
ity of carrying money on Saturday. To 
handle money was far worse than to ride, 
and there was no need to offend God 
needlessly by piling up transgressions. 
In later years we would need His good 
will. 

“But,” said my brother when the ques- 
tion was raised, “if we don’t pay, how 
can we get into the show?” 

“The Saturday show you can give up,” 
said my grandfather. After all, it was not 
as if we didn’t go to the show at all. On 
Sunday he and Grandma took us to the 
Majestic, where we saw not only a lavish 
DeMille spectacle or Gloria Swanson, but 
also five acts of vaudeville, frequently 
even Sophie Tucker, who with her folk 
songs always delighted our grandparents. 
However, my brother and I would have 
traded a dozen such afternoons for a 
single Ruth Roland installment. 

The question hung in the balance for 
several weeks, and in the meantime one 
afternoon while we were deeply engrossed 
in the serial at the Forest, a fire broke 
out in the rear of the theatre. It was put 
out before either my brother or I knew 
anything about it, but my grandparents, 
who remembered vividly newspaper ac- 
counts of the horrors of the Iroquois 
Theatre disaster, took it for a visitation. 

God had warned us in time. Now Sat- 
urday we must thank Him extra hard and 
promise to give up our weekly treat. I 
was so shaken by the experience that I 
gladly promised to abstain; and it was 
not until the following Saturday that I 
realized to what I had agreed. Both my 
brother and I begged Grandpa to recon- 
sider the matter, but how could he when 
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his consent involved ruin for us? “Can’t 
you find a way?” I insisted. 


“Tell me how you can go without pay- 
ing money to the cashier and I will allow 
you,” he said. 

That night when he returned from the 
synagogue he gave us each a dollar and 
a quarter but insisted that we immedi- 
ately deposit our bills in the bank. We 
were left with twenty-five cents apiece, 
which we needed for odds and ends 
during the week. My grandfather did not 
want us tempted next Saturday. 


My brother said flatly that if Grandpa 
didn’t allow us to go to the show then he 
wasn’t going to the synagogue on Satur- 
day, and neither the threat of withdrawal 
of his allowance nor the angry reminder 
of God’s wrath could sway him. My 
brother was a hearty soul. 


The following week, sure enough, he 
refused to get up at seven when my grand- 
father called upstairs. True, he complained 
of a stomach ache and said he was run- 
ning fever and ached all over, but even 
though Grandma climbed the steps, which 
on Saturday was an extra ordeal, and felt 
his forehead and poked with her long 
fingers into his stomach, finally declaring 
that he was all right, even then he 
wouldn’t budge. We finally had to go with- 
out him. I trembled for him, and prayed 
that God would treat him gently. 


I had to watch Harwood Street and 
Grand Avenue for cars, and, once these 
streets were crossed, I couldn’t bring up 
the rear, as we both liked doing, because 
if I lagged too far behind I would lay 
myself open to attack by the Park Street 
gang. When we came home we were told 
my brother had gone to Bennie Kahn’s 
for lunch, and presently the phone rang 
and the colored girl said he wanted to 
talk to someone. Since neither my grand- 
parents would touch the phone on the 
Shabbos, I had to pick up the receiver. 

“Tell Grandpa I’m spending the after- 


noon over here with Bennie,” said my 
brother. 
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“But Bennie always goes to the show 
on Saturday,” I said suspiciously. 

“You don’t have to advertise the fact,” 
said my brother. 

“You’re not going yourself!” I cried 
in alarm. 

“Why not? I can’t miss the serial. Meet 
us on the corner and come along, too,” 
he said generously. 

“T can’t. I don’t have any money.” 

“IT borrowed a quarter from Bennie,” 
he said. “You can use a dime of it; all you 
have to do is get a nickel from Andrew.” 


But it was too much for me to manage 
and I had to pass up the offer, even after 
he offered to make Bennie handle the 
money. My grandfather of course was 
clearly offended with my brother. It was 
wrong to force the transgression on 
Bennie, who couldn’t afford to aggravate 
God either. He had lost his baby brother 
last spring in a minor flu epidemic, and 
a few months ago the Kahn car had been 
in a wreck. According to Grandpa, the 
Lord had singled the Kahns out and now 
they’d better watch out. Yes, my brother 
was at fault. “You be a good boy,” he 
said to me. “Stay home and at four I'll 
see that Grandma serves you some ice 
cream and cake.” 

Ice cream, which I could get any day 
by walking up to the Edgewood Pharmacy 
and charging it, seemed small compensa- 
tion for not seeing Ruth Roland, but I had 
the consolation of pleasing Almighty God 
whereas my brother had an additional 
burden on his soul. 

And during the week it seemed that 
God was keeping a close check on us, 
for I lost my book satchel and on Thursday 
while I was playing baseball on the empty 
lot next door, where later the Munze- 
sheimers were to build, I fell down and 
smashed the crystal of my wrist watch, 
even though it had a guard on it. Evi- 
dently my brother could see that I was 
being punished for his offenses. 

I approached the following Saturday 
with great trepidation, for I knew that if 
my brother did not return to the fold I 
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was doomed. God always punished us 
through our loved ones. Fortunately my 
brother understood this principle, for he 
agreed to join us at services. We all re- 
joiced at his return, and I was sure he was 
restored to both Grandpa’s and God’s 
grace when I heard him singing in a lusty 
voice the concluding hymn. After services 
we started back. Generally my brother 
and I kept ahead of the old folks. We 
would walk a block, seeing how many 
acorns we could step on, and then we 
would wait on the corner for them to 
catch up with us, for they came slowly— 
my grandmother very erect in her fur 
coat, my grandfather in his dark grey 
overcoat and Homburg. 

While my brother and I were standing 
by the mail box waiting, I happened to 
glance down. There on the concrete walk 
was a quarter. Almost involuntarily I 
stooped only to remember in time that it 
was Shabbos. 

My brother, who was chunking rocks 
at the squirrels, had not noticed it. I put 
my foot on the coin and tried to make up 
my mind what I must do—tell him or not 
—but it was a secret too good to keep. 

“Let’s see it,” he said when I finally 
told him. I removed my foot. He started 
to pick it up. “No,” I reminded him, “it’s 
Shabbos. You can’t touch money.” 

“Don’t be a goof,” he said. “That’s a 
quarter. But I quickly replaced my foot 
and waited until the folks came up. “We 
found a quarter,” said my brother. 

“You didn’t pick it up?” asked Grandpa. 
I pointed to the ground. He beamed at me. 
“God will reward you,” he said. 

“You mean we have to leave it?” asked 
my brother. 

“What else is there to do?” replied my 
grandfather. “It’s Shabbos.” 

“Somebody else will find it.” 

“If God wills it,” said Grandpa. “Per- 
haps he will have a greater need than you.” 

“He can talk,” said my brother under 
his breath, “he’s got a bank full of money.” 

We stood around reluctant to leave, 
not knowing exactly what to do, until 
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my grandmother, who was always a com- 
promiser, said, “Push it over into the 
grass. Then tonight when Andrew comes 
after Papa you can come along and get it.” 

“Ts that all right?” I asked Grandpa, 
not willing to incur his displeasure. 

My grandfather thought the matter 
over. “So you don’t touch it with your 
hands,” he said at length. I kicked the 
quarter into the grass and then carefully 
raked leaves around it. Now my brother 
and I measured the number of feet from 
this mound to the corner. Tonight all we 
had to do was count ten paces from the 
mail box. 

My brother took part in these proceed- 
ings without much interest. Now as the 
folks prepared to move on, he said in a 
loud voice, “Let’s bring up the rear,” and 
I knew what he was up to. He waited 
until they had rounded the corner on 
Corinth before starting to unearth the 
quarter. 

“Don’t! Don’t!” I cried in panic. “If 
you touch it, something will happen.” 

He stood up, arrested by the fear in my 
voice. “Look,” he said after crushing a 
couple of acorns on the walk, “I’m going 
to hold it in my hand for one minute, and 
if nothing happens will you let me keep 
the whole thing?” 

“You wait and see what God’ll do,” 
I said fearfully. But he pressed me for 
an answer and reluctantly I consented to 
the bargain. I watched him dig the quarter 
up, and for one whole minute he held 
it firmly in his fist. “Well,” he said tri- 
umphantly, raising his head from his wrist 
watch. “It’s all mine—you agreed.” 

But something will happen, I thought. 
We had two busy streets to cross and at 
Harwood was a bad alley which was 
infested with mad dogs. What was worse, 
we were still in the territory of the Park 
Street gang; at school we had heard 
stories of their fierce attacks on solitary 
boys venturing in the neighborhood. I 
stayed close to my brother, for, sinner or 
not, he would be needed in case of an 
assault. 
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At lunch my grandmother had an an- 
nouncement. Grandpa had found a solu- 
tion for the Saturday afternoon matinee. 
He had thought of it while walking home 
from the synagogue. Tonight after dark, 
when he returned from evening services, 
he would drive to the theatre and not 
only explain the situation to Mr. Bell, 
the cashier, but also deposit with him a 
dollar and twenty cents; this amount 
would be held in reserve for my brother 
and me, and for the next three Saturdays 
we would be able to enter the theatre 
without paying any money. 

My grandfather beamed on us. “God 
provided a way,” he said. 

“But what about this afternoon?” I 
asked. 

“This afternoon you must forego,” he 
said, “As you see, it cannot be helped.” 

“And I’ve got to miss the serial again?” 
I looked at my brother. He did not look 
back. “Sure, Grandpa,” he said readily. 
“Sure.” 

Nothing of course happened, for which, 
I should add, I was thankful. But then 
nothing happened to my brother either. 
Not even a small accident, like losing his 
silver Eversharp or staying in after school. 
Instead when the boys in the neighbor- 
hood organized the South Boulevard 
Wolves he was elected president while I 
was accepted only as junior member with- 
out the privilege of wearing the badge. 
And in October he was asked to join the 
Honor Council at school. Piety, I came 
to see, didn’t pay, and during my teens, 
like my brother, I gradually gave it up. 





If Israel shows in anything that it is 
God’s people, then it is in this, that it 
endures martyrdom. For stronger than he 
who conquers the world is the man who 
bears martyrdom. . . . No affliction, no 
smart, no curse can destroy that which 
has by the grace of the spirit been granted 
to you from the heart of eternity. 

A. H. p—E Hartoc 








Three Centuries of Jewish Music in America 


HILE THREE CENTURIES have passed 
since the establishment of the 
first Jewish settlement in Amer- 


ica, more has been accomplished by Amer- 
ican Jewish musicians in the past fifty 
years than in the whole previous span of 
two and a half centuries. In this respect, 
the achievements parallel a like develop- 
ment in the general area of American 
music, and reflect, besides, the growth 
and influence of a national and cultural 
Jewish consciousness. Consequently, as 
we outline the musical progress and at- 
tainments of the three centuries past, it 
is neither a historical myopia, nor an 
ungrateful unawareness of a rich past 
that accounts for the fact that the great 
majority of names which we will en- 
counter are those of the immediately past, 
and present generations. 

Since the very phrase “Jewish Music” 
is fraught with controversial implications, 
it may be well, in order to avoid any 
misconceptions, to state certain basic 
premises. It is this writer’s conclusion 
that “Jewish Music” does exist in fact; 
that it is possible to indicate specific idio- 
matic characteristics—melodic, harmonic, 
rhythmic and structural—which, either 
singly or in combination, characterize this 
music. (In several previous articles in the 
Cuicaco JEWISH Forum this writer has 
discussed these factors in some detail.) 
These qualities and attributes are cul- 
turally formed and transmitted as “ac- 
quired characteristics;” they are not raci- 
ally pre-determined in the sense of being 
the inevitable expression of an innate 
bio-genetic factor. Thus, we must reject 
“racial” dogmas, whether anti-Semitic, as 
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are those of Wagner, pro-Semitic, as are 
those of Max Brod, or attemptedly ob- 
jective, as asserted by Heinrich Berl. 

The twenty-three Dutch Jewish refu- 
gees from Recife, Brazil, who landed at 
New Amsterdam in September 1654, most 
possibly brought with them a liturgical 
musical tradition of Sephardic origin. A 
considerable portion of the Dutch Jewish 
community consisted of Portuguese and 
Spanish Jews who had fled the Inquisition 
during the fifteenth and sixteenth cen- 
turies. Subsequent waves of immigration 
brought to our shores German, Slavic, 
Russian, Polish and Lithuanian Jews. By 
1776 the Jewish population had increased 
to 3,000, and by the middle of the nine- 
teenth century to 50,000. The majority of 
Jewish settlers in the early nineteenth 
century came from Central Europe, and, 
as such, were instrumental in transferring 
and establishing the reform practices, 
musical and liturgical, which were first 
developed in Germany. In the later nine- 
teenth and early twentieth centuries, the 
greater number of Jewish immigrants 
were of East European origin. From this 
group the orthodox, and subsequently, 
the conservative movements gained their 
most numerous adherents. The great ma- 
jority of America’s present Jewish popu- 
lation of over five million is of East 
European origin. 

There are three essential traditions in 
Jewish liturgical music: the Oriental, 
Sephardic, and Ashkenazic. The Oriental, 
which may be subdivided into the Yemen- 
ite, Babylonian, Bokharian, Persian, and 
Syrian, categories has not influenced 
American Jewish liturgical music as 
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directly as have the Sephardic and Ash- 
kenazic. Originally, the Sephardic influ- 
ence was comparatively negligible, but 
during the past decades, the Sephardic 
pronunciation of Hebrew has gained the 
ascendancy with a consequent effect on 
musical inflection. Sephardic music, as 
such, has neither qualitatively nor quanti- 
tatively been as influential as the Ash- 
kenazic. The latter, the youngest of the 
musical traditions, began in the ninth or 
tenth century in southwestern Germany 
and eventually was carried into central 
and eastern Europe. The greater part of 
American Jewish music, liturgical or folk, 
is Ashkenazic in source and orientation. 
The Ashkenazic liturgy divides into two 
main currents, the Germanic and the 
Slavic. The former possesses a greater 
proportion of melodies in major tonalities, 
a more symmetrical rhythm and, gen- 
erally, avoids free improvisation. The 
latter utilizes more minor and modal 
melodies, encourages free improvisation 
and a more emotional expression. The 
German liturgy, shaped by the early nine- 
teenth century reform movement, crystal- 
lizes in the works of Solomon Sulzer and 
Louis Lewandowski. These became ex- 
tensively used in nineteenth century 
America. Both the Charleston and Balti- 
more Temples, founded in 1824 and 1842 
respectively, were modelled on the Ham- 
burg “Temple Verein” of 1817. Prominent 
among those in America who composed 
music for the nineteenth century reform 
service were the Cantors Jacob Fraenkel 
of Philadelphia and Alois Kaiser, editor 
of the first Union Hymnal, published in 
1897. Though both are now generally 
outmoded, the late nineteenth-century 
Sigmund Schlesinger and Edward Stark 
wrote numerous liturgical works, Stark’s 
containing somewhat more traditional and 
cantorial materials. 


One of the significant trends in twenti- 
eth century music has been the revitiliza- 
tion and reutilization of modes. This has 
been of the most critical importance for 
Hebrew music, since a most essential part 
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of our liturgical music is founded upon 
chants and cantillations which are based 
on modes, rather than on the kind of 
tonality which governed European music 
from the seventeenth to the twentieth 
centuries. Consequently, contemporary 
Jewish composers have been able to rec- 
oncile traditional materials with contem- 
porary harmonic practices, integrating one 
with the other. The result is that a large 
body of significant liturgical works have 
been written during the present gener- 
ation which should prove of lasting value. 
Composers contributing to this repertoire 
include C. Adler, A. W. Binder, Ernest 
Bloch, Herbert Fromm, Max Helfman, 
Lazare Saminsky, Heinrich Schalit and 
Lazare Weiner. 


In the orthodox and conservative serv- 
ices, the cantor has consistently occupied 
a significant place. As the reform services 
begin to utilize and return to more tra- 
ditional practices, the function of the can- 
tor is gradually being reestablished. Most 
of the important cantors in America have 
been of East European origin. Particularly 
noteworthy have been such cantors as 
Joseph Rosenblatt, Mordecai Hershman, 
Zavel Kvartin and prominent among those 
currently functioning are Moshe Kussev- 
itzky, Pierre Pinchik, David Putterman 
and Moses Silverman. 


With the decline of foreign immigration, 
the need for the development of cantors 
from among native Americans was sensed, 
and within the past decade schools have 
been established in Chicago and New 
York for the training of cantors. Reflecting 
the changed social-economic status of the 
American Jew compared to that of his 
European forbears, it is possible to point 
to a trend in cantorial music which we 
may designate as an American style. 
Where a European environment of op- 
pression, persecution, and uncertainty 
underlined those liturgical sections of a 
plaintive or pleading character, where an 
Al Tashlichenu and Brosh Hashonnah 
prayer were fraught with recollections of 
pogroms past, and anticipations of hard- 
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ships to come, the cantor, literally, voiced 
the pleas and the agonies of his com- 
munity. The more favorable circumstances 
of the American Jew has resulted in a 
reaction against a tradition rooted in a 
considerably harsher, and generally differ- 
ent environment. Specifically, the newer 
style involves less improvisation, less 
ornamental and coloratura embellishment, 
and less word repetition. 


The secular Jewish composer is a rela- 
tively late phenomena in the culture of 
the West. The first Jewish composer of 
note is Salomone Rossi (1570-1628), and 
after Rossi it is not until the birth of Felix 
Mendelssohn (1809-1847) that another 
important Jewish composer appears. As 
a result of the enlightenment (Haskaloh) 
and the gradual lifting of restrictions on 
Jewish participation in the life and activ- 
ities of European communities, the number 
of Jewish musicians actively engaged in 
their art multiplies rapidly. Up to the 
present generation, Jewish composers of 
foreign birth have exercised a most con- 
siderable influence on the development of 
both Jewish and general music in Amer- 
ica. Pre-eminent among these are Arnold 
Schoenberg, one of the foremost com- 
posers and teachers of the past half cen- 
tury and founder of a method of compo- 
sition—the twelve-tone system—which 
numbers among its followers composers 
in every country of the Western World; 
Ernest Bloch, Swiss by birth, now an 
American citizen and resident, composer 
of a significant number of works in a 
so called “Jewish cycle,” the first Jewish 
composer in whose works avowedly na- 
tionalistic characteristics assume a uni- 
versal communicative quality; Ernst Toch, 
Castelnuovo-Tedesco, Rubin Goldmark, 
Karel Rathaus, Louis Gruenberg, Julius 
Chajes, and a group of Russian-Jewish 
composers originally connected with the 
Russian Society for Jewish Folk Music— 
Joseph Achron, Lazare Saminsky and 
Solomon Rosowsky, the latter particularly 
noteworthy for his research into cantilla- 
tion. As both conductor and composer, 
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Gustav Mahler, who spent several years 
in America, has also exercised an influ- 
ence on American music. 


Of importance has been the emergence 
of a significant group of native composers 
of Jewish origin including Aaron Copland, 
one of America’s foremost living com- 
posers, Leonard Bernstein, William Schu- 
mann, head of the Juilliard School of 
Music, David Diamond, Mark Blitzstein, 
Frederick Jacobi and a host of younger 
composers too numerous to mention. 

In a survey taken by the Etude Maga- 
zine, George Gershwin was adjudged one 
of the most influential musicians of the 
past half century. Where at one time it 
was thought that Gershwin might mark 
the beginning of a new trend—the recon- 
ciliation of Jazz and so-called serious 
music—it becomes more and more evident 
as the years pass, that he truly has no 
successors, that he was, and will doubtless 
remain, a unique figure in the history of 
American music. 

The pre-eminence of Gershwin, Irving 
Berlin, Jerome Kern and Sigmund Rom- 
berg in the field of popular music is so 
self-evident and established that no fur- 
ther comment is necessary, and these must 
serve as representative of the scores of 
other Jewish composers of popular music 
whose names are far too numerous to 
list here. 

The capacity of the composer of Jewish 
descent to sense the content of the current 
temper of his day and to interpret it for 
his contemporaries is not unique to the 
American scene alone. Mendelssohn’s 
songs and piano works became a symbol 
of German Romanticism, Offenbach’s 
operettas mirror the spirit of the French 
Second Empire, and the Viennese song 
writers, Pick and Krakauer established a 
style that had a marked influence on 
Viennese popular music. 

Concerning the consciousness of a 
Jewish heritage on the part of the Amer- 
ican Jewish composer, there are kinds and 
degrees of awareness. In such cases as 
those of Copland and Bernstein, we may 
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say that any national consciousness is 
cultural in general, rather than specific- 
ally musical. A work like Bernstein’s 
“Jeremiah” is Jewish only in its subject 
matter, while in Copland’s “Vitebsk” the 
folk material and the manner of its treat- 
ment are quite inconsistent. Insofar as it 
is possible to generalize within this area, 
we may say that the serious composer of 
Jewish descent has brought to the practice 
of his art the following qualities: a critical, 
inquisitive and challenging temperament, 
a responsiveness and sympathy, and an 
alignment with progressive forces, the 
generally cultural as well as the specific- 
ally musical. 


In the field of instrumental performance 
and direction, American musicians of 
Jewish descent have maintained an un- 
challenged leadership for well over a cen- 
tury. Leopold Damrosch arrived in New 
York in 1871, and since that time con- 
ductors such as Maurice Abravanel, 
Leonard Bernstein, Artur Bodanzky, 
Frank and Walter Damrosch, Vladimir 
Golschmann, Alfred Hertz, Serge Kous- 
sevitzky, Gustav Mahler, Pierre Monteux, 
Eugene Ormandy, Joseph Rosenstock, 
Izler Solomon, Josef Stransky and Bruno 
Walter have made significant contribu- 
tions to American concert and opera 
performances. 


America has become the adopted home 
of violinists Jascha Heifetz, Mischa Elman, 
Szymon Goldberg, Mischa Mischakoff and 
has given the world such representative 
instrumentalists as Yehudi Menuhin, Isaac 
Stern and Benno Rabinoff. Resident pi- 
anists of Jewish descent include Artur 
Rubenstein, Rudolf Serkin, Vladimir 
Horowitz, Rosalyn Tureck, Eugene Isto- 
min, and the late Fannie-Bloomfield Zeis- 
ler and William Kapell. In listing Gregor 
Piatigorsky, Paul Olefsky, Frank Miller, 
Leonard Rose and the late Emanuel 
Feuermann, we name some of the out- 
standing cellists of this generation. Among 
vocalists, Robert Merrill, Mona Paulee, 
Jan Peerce, Rosa Raisa, Regina Resnik, 
Jennie Tourel, and Richard Tucker oc- 
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cupy a foremost position. Among ensem- 
bles, the Budapest, Fine Arts, and La 
Salle String Quartettes are particularly 
noteworthy. 

The foremost orchestras in America 
during the past decades were the Boston, 
Philadelphia, New York Philharmonic and 
the Toscanini National Broadcasting Com- 
pany Orchestra. It is of interest that as of 
1949, of the approximately one hundred 
members, players of Jewish descent num- 
bered thirty-eight in Boston, forty-nine 
in the New York Philharmonic, and forty- 
eight in Philadelphia. Gdal Saleski, in 
Famous Musicians of Jewish Origin, lists 
ninety-two Jewish members of the N.B.C. 
Orchestra, but whether this number was 
a total covering several years or involved 
the constituency during one given period 
is not clear. 

The traditional heritage of scholarship 
asserts itself in the large number of 
Jewish musicologists. Paul Nettl, Profes- 
sor of Musicology at the University of 
Indiana has estimated that fully “fifty 
percent of the men distinguished in mu- 
sicology are of Jewish extraction.” Mu- 
sicology, the systematic organization of 
knowledge concerning music, owes its 
establishment as a discipline in the gen- 
eral curriculum to three scholars: Guido 
Adler, P. Spitta and F. Chrysander. Adler, 
of Jewish descent, born in Moravia in 
1885, was a victim of Naziism in 1941. He 
was one of the greatest teachers of music- 
ology and many of his foremost students 
have enriched the musical life of America 
through their scholarly works and re- 
search. Adler’s unpublished writings are 
now at the University of Georgia. 

Among the more prominent musicolo- 
gists, and their fields of research, are Curt 
Sachs (Ancient Music, Rhythm, Dance, 
History of Musical Instruments), Eric 
Werner (Relationship of Hebrew and 
Christian Music), I. Idelsohn (Definitive 
History of Jewish Music), Manfred Buk- 
ofzer (Baroque and Renaissance Music), 
Alfred Sendrey (Bibliography of Jewish 
Music), Alfred Einstein (general music 
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history, Renaissance music), Karl Geir- 
inger (Haydn Biographer), Hugo Leich- 
tentritt (History, Form), Marion Bauer 
(Twentieth Century Music), Willi Apel 
(Medieval Music) and Nicholas Slonim- 
sky (Scales). 

A half century before the Jewish refu- 
gees arrived at New Amsterdam, a col- 
lection of secular folk songs in a dialect 
of Judeo-German was compiled by one 
Eisik Walich of Worms. This new dialect 
was to be considered a “jargon” rather 
than a language for several centuries, and 
yet it became the principal means of com- 
munication for millions of East European 
Jews, both in Europe and in America. Not 
until the nineteenth century and the es- 
tablishment of a literature by such writers 
as I. L. Peretz, Mendele, and Sholom- 
Aleichem did it achieve the dignity of a 
recognized language. The most distinctive 
group of Ashkenazic folk songs are those 
based on Yiddish texts. These were 
brought over to America as part of the 
cultural heritage of what has been termed 
the “Yiddish speaking episode” in the 
history of Judaism. To the generation who 
learned them first-hand and emigrated to 
the New World, and to those descendants 
who acquired them second-hand, these 
songs became nostalgic reminders of a 
vanishing culture and a past which was to 
become increasingly remote. With the 
rare exception of a few songs which, 
though created in the New World, were 
modelled, musically and spiritually, on 
European prototypes, the three century 
old Jewish community in America has 
produced no Yiddish folk song. The ob- 
vious reason for this is that assimilation 
and participation in the general American 
culture precluded the development of any 
such song. Associated with the Yiddish 
language were (and to some extent still 
are) periodicals, schools, serious drama, 
musical comedy, fraternal organizations 
and choral groups. While the first gener- 
ation of immigrants was still socially and 
culturally operative, these various activ- 
ities flourished. When the children of 
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these immigrants began to replace their 
parents (by about the third decade of 
this century) Yiddish-language functions 
began to diminish. With the reestablish- 
ment of the State of Israel and of Hebrew 
as a living means of communication, the 
decline of Yiddish was accelerated. 


An interesting body of Yiddish chil- 
dren’s songs were written for use in the 
Volk-Schulen by such composers as Gel- 
bart, and Engel, though the latter did not 
actually compose in America. Jacob 
Schaefer and Lazare Weiner are among 
the leading composers of songs for Yiddish 
choral groups (Workmen’s Circle, Frei- 
heit Gesangs Verein, etc.). In that brief 
generation when an attempt was made to 
utilize Yiddish as a text for solo and 
chorus songs, we can point to no genuinely 
great or significant musical composition. 
The most interesting work in this field 
was accomplished by the composers as- 
sociated with the Russian Society for 
Jewish Folk Song. To this writer’s knowl- 
edge no Yiddish song produced in Amer- 
ica equals in interest and value Milner’s 
settings of Peretz children’s songs. 

Enrollment in the Yiddish-language 
schools was originally supported by par- 
ents possessing either strong nationalistic 
tendencies, or of a politically progressive 
nature. As a Jewish nationalism becomes 
channeled into Zionism and as a more 
conservative philosophy prevails, the en- 
rollment in the Yiddish schools will in- 
evitably suffer. The decline of Yiddish is 
indicated by the dwindling circulation of 
Yiddish publications, the virtual disap- 
pearance of the Yiddish stage in the 
United States and the gradual atrophy of 
such activities and functions as are ori- 
ented around the language proper. As the 
immigrant generation to which the lan- 
guage was really “mamme-loshen” dis- 
appears, Yiddish gradually becomes less 
and less an integral and integrating means 
of communication. 

As we view the decline of Yiddish- 
centered culture, we must nevertheless 
recall that for the past centuries this cul- 
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ture was of the most vital importance in 
maintaining the integrity and unity of the 
Jewish community. If the soul of Judaism 
is expressed in the content of its religious 
creed, and its mind in the intellectual 
attainments of its members, then its heart 
has voiced its deepest and most moving 
sentiments and feelings in the musical, 
literary and artistic folk-expression of 
that culture which stemmed from East- 
European Jewry. 

Among the Jewish music journalists 
who have made important contributions 
in the field of criticism are Albert Gold- 
berg, Seymour Raven, Irving Sablosky, 
Arthur Berger, Harold Schonebery, Noel 
Strauss, and Paul Rosenfeld. 

Despite variance of tastes and opinions, 
the interest in the more progressive as- 
pects of music distinguish this group and 
may be attributed, at least in part, to an 
attitude growing out of a Jewish heritage 
which, in the realms of culture, is more 
generally progressive and challenging 
rather than conservative. 

The prominence of music educators of 
Jewish descent is emphasized when we 
consider the services of such individuals 
as Leopold Auer, Morris Gomberg and 
George Perlman, among violin teachers, 
Rudolph Serkin, Olga Samaroff, Rosalyn 
Tureck, among piano pedagogues, William 
Schumann, Director of the Juilliard 
School of Music, Efrem Zimbalist as a 
Director of the Curtis Institute, and the 
quite considerable numbers of music 
teachers of Jewish descent in public 
schools, conservatories and music depart- 
ments of universities. In the specific field 
of Jewish music, particularly noteworthy 
work has been accomplished by Harry 
Coopersmith, originally of Chicago, now 
music director of the Jewish Education 
Committee of New York, and Hyman 
Reznick of the Chicago Board of Jewish 
Education. 

In this generation, the United States 
has become the intellectual and cultural 
center of Judaism outside of Israel. This 
is not to minimize the importance of a 
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Yiddish-language culture in some South 
American centers, as vitally active today 
as it was in the United States a generation 
ago. But that culture will inevitably fol- 
low a course similar to that taken here. 
In all the other facets of that totality 
which we term Jewish culture, America 
has been compelled to assume the role of 
protector, conservator and creator. 

While the achievements of individuals 
of Jewish descent in other arts are 
weighty in varying degree, it is unques- 
tionable that the pre-eminent artistic con- 
tribution in America has been made in 
the field of music. If there is pride in the 
achievement, there is also the burden of 
the talent. To be gifted in the arts is a 
blessing with a crown of thorns. It is not 
inconsistent that the Jew with his unique 
heritage is particularly chosen for this role. 

The American Jew must indeed feel 
grateful that the environment which nur- 
tured his forbears for the past three 
hundred years was of such a nature that 
it allowed potentials to develop and mani- 
fest themselves at last in the flowering of 
this century’s achievements, achievements 
which are a source of pride, of joy and of 
strength to all, regardless of their na- 
tional origin. 





.... The Jewish calendar has many 
sorrowful days. Hanukkah, the Feast of 
Maccabees, is one of the few joyous Red 
Letter days. It celebrates a victory, not a 
military victory only; but a victory also 
of the spirit over things material; not a 
victory only over external enemies, the 
Greeks; but a victory also over more 
dangerous internal enemies, the Sad- 
ducees; a victory of the many over the 
ease-loving, safety-playing, privileged, 
powerful few, who in their pliancy would 
have betrayed the best interest of the 
people; a victory of democracy over 
aristocracy... . 


Louis D. BranpEIs 








Notes on 300 Years of Jewish-American Letters 


HERE IS SOMETHING both depressing 
| and glorious about the way Jewish- 
America is taking the big simche, 
namely, the celebration of the 300th anni- 
versary of the landing of the first group of 
Jews in what was then New Amsterdam 
and is now New York City. Depressing 
because so many of the intellectuals are 
so pessimistic about the accomplishments 
of the Jews in this country and also about 
the prospects for the future. One of them 
recently told me that in his opinion the 
next fifty years will see a vast assimila- 
tionist movement here, “and American 
Judaism will be afflicted with a spiritual 
hemophilia, as was German Judaism be- 
fore Hitler.” Another intellectual recently 
sneered at the two histories of American 
Jewry—The Jews in America: A History, 
by Rufus Learsi,! and Adventure in Free- 
dom, by Oscar Handlin ?—on the ground 
that “after all, we Jews in America 
haven’t produced enough history yet to 
fill a whole book, even a small one.” 
But the people as a whole seem to feel 
differently. They pay money to listen to 
such pessimistic talk in their community 
centers and from their pulpits, but deep 
down, I believe, they do not agree. I sense 
it in their eyes and in their questions and 
in their letters—in the warmth with which 
they tell about the growth of their center 
libraries and about the loveliness of the 
“new” Jewish music they have heard and 
about their “real interest” in this or that 
new novel or short story dealing with 
Jewish-American life that they have read. 
I believe that the “common people,” as 
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is sometimes the case, are on sounder 
ground than the intellectuals who sneer 
at them. First of all, they have just learned 
something that has somehow eluded them 
all these years, namely, that America has 
really been the goldene medine for the 
Jews from the very beginning. Dr. Learsi 
makes this point very graphically in the 
first third of his book. The Pilgrim Fathers 
were Old Testament Christians, and it 
was the Old Testament that not only 
sparked the Revolution but also shaped 
the whole foundation of our democratic 
structure, as the historian William Ed- 
ward Lecky said in the last century. “In 
America history was on the side of the 
Jews,” says Dr. Learsi, and he proves 
this statement fully. The quotation from 
Leviticus is on the Liberty Bell, because 
the whole Old Testament was in the 
hearts and souls of the Founding Fathers. 


There were relatively few Jews in this 
country till well after the Civil War, at 
which time there were only about 200,000, 
but beginning with the 1880’s, the Jewish 
population began to mount and mount, 
and toward the end of the century and 
into the first decade of the twentieth 
century, the stream of Jews into this 
country became a _ tumultuous river, 
thanks chiefly to the vast influx of Jews 
from East Europe. Because of the latter 
fact, American Jewry is now largely a 
Litvak and Galitizianer Jewry, and I 
leave it to greater sociologists than I am 
to delve into the long-range significance 
of this fact, but that it is a fact no one 
can deny. 


There are now between 5,000,000 and 
6,000,000 Jews in this country, or well 
over half the total Jewish population in 
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the world—the greatest concentration of 
Jews in all world history. That American 
Jews are in Golus is of less significance 
than some seem to think. Golus is not an 
abnormal state for many Jews. Even in 
the great days of the Prophets and the 
Second Temple, according to the best 
available figures, some 70 or even 80 per 
cent of the Jews did not live in Palestine, 
and it must be assumed that most of them 
lived elsewhere because they wanted to. 
And these Golus Jews developed great 
cultures—one need only recall the Baby- 
lonian Talmud produced by Golus Jews; 
and the Rambam, who hailed from Iber- 
ian peninsula; and the wonderful works 
of the imagination in almost every art 
form that came for some 150 years from 
the Jews in Russia and Poland and Ru- 
mania and Austria and Germany. This is 
not to say that Golus is a state to be 
sought after. It probably is not. A people 
must have a home, if not a national home 
where they can live and dream and love 
and procreate and create, then a spiritual 
home—and it is as a spiritual home that 
Israel will have chief importance for mil- 
lions of Jews for years to come, and its 
existence will doubtless prove of the high- 
est good to the psychological welfare of 
the Jews everywhere, and also to the 
intellectual and artistic life of the same 
Jews. But the point is that Golus in and 
of itself cannot be denounced, at least with- 
out numerous important qualifications. 


American Jews therefore need not feel 
too apologetic for insisting upon living 
here. History offers them ample support. 
Indeed, they have much reason for pride 
in the new role of leadership that history 
has thrust upon them, and also—and this 
is very important—in their cultural 
accomplishments. This culture is only 
seventy-five years old—perhaps only fifty 
years old, but it is of considerable quality 
and quantity. Even in the realm of purely 
religious thinking American Jewry has 
made important contributions. Reform 
Judaism was born in Germany, but it has 
probably flowered best in this country, 
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and the same is true, to an even greater 
extent, with Conservative Judaism. Or- 
thodox Judaism, of course, is a product 
of the European and Far Eastern worlds, 
but in this country it has evolved into 
something that even the grandfathers and 
certainly the great-grandfathers of thou- 
sands of Jews today would find more than 
a little strange. But perhaps the most 
significant new development in world 
Jewry during the past fifty years—so 
rabbis of all persuasions seem to agree, 
when questioned privately—has been Re- 
constructionism, which is wholly an 
American product, the product, indeed, 
almost of one man, Dr. Mordecai M. 
Kaplan. I am not taking sides here or 
offering any judgments of value, I am 
only stating what seems to be a fact. 

In architecture and engineering and 
industry American Jews have labored 
mightily and brought forth many worthy 
things. They have changed the skylines 
of many of our cities with their architec- 


‘tural designs, and they have built subways 


and vast dams—and they have put a new 
face upon the land with their concepts of 
municipal planning. In the latter realm, 
they have sparked virtually the whole 
new art of municipal planning; one can- 
not talk about municipal planning without 
at once mentioning the name of Robert 
Moses. 

In the dress industry alone the Jews 
have wrought a veritable revolution. By 
bringing into the market place ready- 
made suits and dresses and coats and by 
making it possible for all the people, 
regardless of economic status, to wear the 
same styles, they democratized the whole 
clothing industry and added a new dimen- 
sion to democratic life. If people wear 
pretty much the same styles of apparel, 
no matter how different the fabric is, 
they tend to feel more and more equal, 
which is the essence of democratic living 
in the spiritual sense, which is the most 
important sense. Jake Goldberg and Molly 
Goldberg thus can walk down the street 
with a feeling of pride, for their clothes, 
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at least outwardly, are every bit as taste- 
ful and stylish as those of Mr. and Mrs. 
John D. Rockefeller, Jr., themselves. 
This fact has not only given stature to 
the Goldbergs, it has also tended to leaven 
whatever snobbishness continues to reside 
in the Rockefellers. The far-reaching 
implications of this development will not 
be fully realized for many decades to 
come. The point here is that it is a devel- 
opment wrought largely by Jewish genius. 
The proster shneider of the Old Country 
has got his revenge here upon those who 
looked down upon him; he has risen high, 
very high, among those who have earned 
the gratitude of their own people and of 
all America. 


And what Jews have done in the dress 
industry they have also done in the the- 
atrical world. Broadway is in a very im- 
portant sense a Jewish neighborhood. The 
producers are largely Jewish or sur- 
rounded by Jewish talent, particularly in 
the realm of decor and direction, wherein 
Jews have made outstanding contribu- 
tions. One or two of them have become 
converted to Catholicism, but they’re still 
Jewish in their chromosomes. Heinrich 
Heine, who knew whereof he spoke, is 
reported to have remarked, “There are 
two classic ways of wasting water. One 
is trying to roll it uphill, and the other is 
baptizing a Jew.” It is especially in the 
realm of musical comedy that the Jews 
have made one of their greatest contribu- 
tions—not just musical comedy, but the 
whole world of the popular song, whether 
surrounded by stage props or not. Without 
men of the calibre of Irving Berlin and 
George Gershwin and Richard Rodgers 
there would hardly be any musical 
comedy. True enough, musical comedy 
is not the highest form of the theatrical 
art or the musical art, but it is an art form 
in which the United States has shown 
remarkable originality and vitality, and 
the Jews have been chiefly responsible 
for both the originality and the vitality. 
To those who watch and listen closely, 
the Jewish contribution has been, in a 
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very profound sense, Jewish—extending 
the traditional nigun of the synagogue in 
new directions. 

A culture, however, must be judged not 
by its architecture or its painting or its 
industry or its sculpture, important as 
these are. Cultural history has shown that, 
by and large, it is literature that stamps 
a culture, that gives it its character, that 
supplies it with its passport to endurance 
down the ages. Indeed, it can almost be 
stated as a rule that where there is no 
literature, there is little genuine culture. 
Have the American Jews produced such 
a literature? They have, and it is a pity 
that the worth of this literary culture has 
been so long in finding its true historian 
and philosopher. The books by Drs. Learsi 
and Handlin are especially deficient in 
this respect. Dr. Learsi, whose book is 
far more worthy of attention, seems to be 
quite at sea when he comes to discuss 
cultural matters, and especially literary 
matters. He lists dozens of authors and 
piles book titles upon titles, but he does 
not reveal that he has absorbed what he 
has read. For how could an intelligent 
man—and Dr. Learsi is a very intelligent 
man—mention the names of Ben Hecht 
and Ludwig Lewisohn and Meyer Levin 
in the same sentence as men “who are 
often included among those whose work 
should endure?” One might as well in- 
clude the names of such people as Earle 
Stanley Gardner and Carl Sandburg and 
Willa Cather in a similar list. 

Dr. Handlin doesn’t list Ludwig Lewis- 
ohn at all, and he seems to see significance 
of some sort or other in the achievements 
of men like Hank Greenberg, and pretty 
nearly all he does with The Rise of David 
Levinsky is mention it in the same sen- 
tence with Dabiel Fuchs’s Low Company 
as works written “in harsh naturalistic 
terms,” which makes very little sense. 

Jewish-American literature is not much 
more than fifty years old. A small, very 
small, part of it is in Hebrew, but even 
the most ardent Hebraists do not dare to 
make any extravagant claims for its qual- 
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ity. A very large part is written in Yid- 
dish, and this part is immense and of very 
distinguished quality. Indeed, its worth 
has yet to be fully appraised. Jewish- 
American literature in the first two dec- 
ades of this century was three-quarters 
in Yiddish. The Yiddish dailies and peri- 
odicals carried most of the short stories 
and essays and poems and skitzes and 
lacheraikes and plays of that era in 
Jewish-American life. They also gave 
harbor to the great writers of Eastern 
Europe—to Sholom Aleichem and Peretz 
and Mendele and Peretz Hirshbein and 
Opatoshu and Abraham Reisin and the 
whole Singer family and dozens of others 
of equal and lesser accomplishments. 
Some of them carried on their magnificent 
line of work in this country, others found 
their right literary form here, but all built 
a magnificent body of writings, and Amer- 
ican Jewry in the next hundred years 
will be grateful to them for their pioneer- 
ing labors, and also for their enduring 
products. Indeed, they will forever form 
a brilliant section in our cultural history. 


It has been said that Yiddish is dying 
as a living language in this country, and 
the sad state of the Yiddish press is given 
as the most convincing proof. It is true 
that there are only two Yiddish dailies in 
this country with almost six million Jews. 
It is true that the circulation of these 
dailies is relatively modest, and there is 
little likelihood that it will rise in the 
near future, thanks to the virtual stoppage 
of European immigration. And yet, even 
now, Yiddish literature, even in the afore- 
mentioned two dailies, not to mention the 
surviving periodicals, is still of an honor- 
able character. The stories are often fine, 
the poems are often good, and the political 
and general essays are sometimes of the 
highest quality, on a par with the best 
written in the most eminent of English 
publications. It seems inconceivable to at 
least one reader of Yiddish that a language 
that has produced such masters as Sholom 
Aleichem and Peretz and Mendele, to 
mention only three names that come to 
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mind, will die soon. The death of Yiddish 
was predicted in this country and else- 
where many times before, but always it 
has managed to come back, and one hopes 
that it will survive for a long time to come. 
Will the establishment of Israel finally 
give Yiddish the death blow? The answer 
is not at all clear. The Israeli government 
is certainly not encouraging Yiddish, but 
Yiddish is growing there. Besides, some 
of the leaders of the government may 
catch up with world cultural history and 
see that there is no reason why Israel 
cannot have two languages, as has been 
the case in such civilized countries as 
Switzerland and Belgium and Canada. 
Bilingualism and even trilingualism are 
far from uncommon in the history of 
nations. 


Since about 1917 there has been a very 
noticeable rise in the production of fine 
imaginative books in English dealing with 
Jewish-American life. The first such book, 
The Rise of David Levinsky, by Abraham 
Cahan, for many years editor of the 
Jewish Daily Forward, is still, in many 
ways, the best all-round novel which 
Jewish-American literature has brought 
forth. It is probably the best immigrant 
novel, and the best novel about Jewish 
Americanization. It also contains a bril- 
liant portrait of Babbitt—a Jewish Babbitt 
—and Cahan did it five years before 
Sinclair Lewis wrote his Babbitt. It brims 
with living characters and genuine situ- 
ations. It is strange indeed that the Yid- 
dishist Cahan wrote it originally in Eng- 
lish, and that it was not translated into 
Yiddish, even in his own paper, till nearly 
four decades after its original publication. 

After this book came others, many of 
them, and since 1935 the number has 
been increasing phenomenally. Indeed, 
more books about Jewish life have been 
written in the past ten years than prob- 
ably in all previous history here. Several 
of the more recent ones have been green 
and cheap and shabby. During the de- 
pression of the twenties and thirties some 
of these Jewish-American books were 
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afflicted with the disease of proletarian 
aestheticism, according to which theory 
only books that depicted life here as 
dreadful and that pointed in the direction 
of Russia as the paragon of the True Life, 
were good. One such book, Jews Without 
Money, did considerable damage to Jewish 
life here, since many critics, Jewish as 
well as non-Jewish, hailed it as a true 
portrait of American Jewry. It was actu- 
ally proletarian pulp. 

But even while this book was still being 
hailed as a masterpiece, other books were 
being written that will live for many 
years. To list them all is impossible here, 
but some names of authors of such books 
quickly come to mind—Meyer Levin and 
Ludwig Lewisohn and Irving Fineman 
and Hyman and Lester Cohen and Albert 
Halper and Charles Reznikoff and Henry 
Roth and Anzia Yezeriska and Louis Zara 
and James Yaffe and perhaps three dozen 
or so more. Their works, naturally, vary 
in quality, but altogether iiey make up a 
very honorable body of living and honest 
and enduring novels and short stories. 

One of the most heartening facts of 
contemporary Jewish-American history is 
that American Jews are more disposed to 
read such books, that more and more 
Jewish authors are disposed to write about 
their own people and are finding greater 
satisfaction in doing so, that non-Jewish 
magazines such as the New Yorker and 
Harper’s and the Yale Review and the 
Atlantic Monthly and even Charm are 
printing more and more short stories 
about Jewish-American life, and that the 
whole Jewish-American community is in 
a condition of greater pride in its Jewish- 
ness, greater ease, more honesty with it- 
self. This always augurs well for literary 
culture. The Jewish community in this 
country is still riddled with major prob- 
lems. Our people still don’t read as much 
as they should, they still don’t buy enough 
books and magazines concerned with their 
own people and their own lives, they are 
still pretty much bewildered . . . and the 
establishment of Israel has filled them 
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with almost as many confusions as glories 

. confusions concerned with loyalties 
and with language and with education and 
so on almost ad infinitum. 

And yet these are great times for the 
future of Jewish-American culture. Amer- 
ican Jewry has come of psychological age. 
Many difficulties lie ahead, but they are 
gezunte kraink. We are now more con- 
scious of our spiritual riches and our 
spiritual opportunities with regards to 
ourselves and with regards to world 
Jewry and with regards to Israel. Amer- 
ican Jewry is a special kind of Jewry, 
unlike any other in all history. Its history, 
all in all, has been a history without too 
many untoward incidents. It has grown 
by leaps and bounds. It has enjoyed great 
relative freedom and such equalities as 
have not been known to any other Golus 
Jewry. The artists, especially the literary 
artists in its midst, are now fully conscious 
of all this . . . and I have an inner con- 
viction that these past 300 years have 
been only a prelude to glories to come, 
glories of general culture and particularly 
glories of literary culture, a literary cul- 
ture that will be at least on a par with the 
magnificent culture that East European 
Jewry produced in the hundred years 
spanning the turn of this century. 





The modern Jew may be indifferent, even 
hostile, to the enormous fact of his tradition; he 
shares it, nevertheless. He may honestly see no 
distinction between himself and his gentile 
brother, may honestly despise Bible, Talmud and 
synagogue as relics of “the barbarous customs 
of his fathers.” If a man lies down on the deck 
of a fast steamer, he is still moving; if a man 
runs against its direction, he is still moving with 
it. Any Jew who knows he is a Jew and has, 
however vaguely or antagonistically, some sense 
of Jewish tradition and some experience of the 
state of the Jews in the modern world, is deeply 
affected. Though his conscious tastes be more 
Yankee than Vermont maple sugar, he will have 
traits, responses, sensibilities, qualities of mind 
and heart and habit, rates of nerve reaction and 
of attitude—perhaps all hidden from him—that 
are different, because he is Jewish. 
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: 5 Defiance 


By CHRISTOPHER W. M. GELL 


HEN ENGLISH-SPEAKING people 
W = back into their history for 
symbols of resistance to unjust 


government, they acclaim John Hamp- 
den’s refusal to pay Ship Money to 
Charles I in 1637 and the famous outrage 
on the tea-chests in Boston Harbor in 
1773. And it was in this old and honorable 
tradition that Patrick Duncan walked 
into the African location at Germiston 
(just outside Johannesburg) about 5 p.m. 
on Monday, December 8, 1952. 

Nor does the historical parallel. stop 
there. For Hampden’s case was one of a 
series of incidents that forced the King 
to resort to arbitrary and unconstitutional 
government and thus led to the English 
Civil War of 1642. And the Boston tea- 
party provoked the British Parliament 
into passing the Penal Acts against Massa- 
chusetts which rallied public opinion in 
all the colonies for the War of Independ- 
ence two years later. Duncan’s defiance 
of the South African law was followed in 
a few weeks by the introduction in the 
Parliament of the Union of South Africa 
of two new Acts which gave the Union 
Government power in its own discretion 
to proclaim a state of emergency, suspend 
the ordinary laws of the land; detain 
people without trial; censor the post; flog, 
deport, fine and imprison persons who 
“in any manner whatsoever advise, en- 
courage, incite, command” other persons 
to break any law by way of protest or 
“use any language calculated to cause 
any person or persons in general to com- 
mit an offence by way of protest;” con- 
fiscate to the State any money or thing 
under control of a person convicted under 
these Acts; recover fines by forceable 
sale of moveable property. 

A very eminent English historian has 
called the Penal Acts of 1773 “virtually 


a declaration of war against the American 
colonies.” C. R. Swart, South Africa’s 
Minister of Justice, justified his 1953 Acts 
on the ground that the African National 
Congress (ANC)—a voluntary organiza- 
tion representing politically articulate 
African and Indian opinion, which is 
responsible for a campaign of passive 
resistance against the Union’s racially 
discriminatory laws—‘“had produced a 
law of the jungle which it was impossible 
to fight by the ordinary rule of law.” The 
non-European movement, said Mr. Swart, 
was definitely aimed against the White 
man. His Acts were supported not only 
by Dr. D. F. Malan’s Nationalist Party, 
which forms the Union’s present Govern- 
ment, but by the United Party, which is 
the chief opposition, because “upon the 
facts of the present situation it seems 
wholly incontestable that the passive re- 
sistance campaign has created a situation 
of great gravity.” The Acts were, there- 
fore, if not a declaration of war against 
non-Europeans, at least an admission that 
a state of race war exists between the 
one-fifth White ruling minority and the 
four-fifths majority of non-White subject 
peoples. The pattern of 1637-42 and 
1773-5 is repeating itself—unjust legisla- 
tion causing disobedience and defiance 
which in turn provoke severe repressive 
measures, and these leading on to war 
in one form or another. 

This may seem extravagant language 
to use of a country apparently at peace 
and of an incident as outwardly trivial 
as Duncan’s stroll round Germiston lo- 
cation. But appearances are deceptive. 

When Duncan entered Germiston lo- 
cation on the evening of December 8, he 
deliberately broke the law prohibiting 
entry without a special permit and a 
regulation making it illegal to “behave in 
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such a manner as is calculated to cause 
Natives to resist any law.” More funda- 
mental still, though not yet a legal issue, 
he and his six White companions (who 
included Freda Troup, the biographer of 
Rev. Michael Scott) broke the unwritten 
social law of South Africa by taking overt 
political action on the side of the non- 
Whites in the company of fourteen Afri- 
cans and eighteen Indians, including 
Manilal Gandhi, sixty-year old son of 
Mahatma Gandhi and for forty years 
editor of a liberal weekly in Durban. 
Their actions themselves could hardly 
have been less spectacular. The party 
arrived at the wrong entrance to the lo- 
cation and were directed to the other by 
some of the police who were waiting for 
them. They entered the location singing 
the African anthem to the tune of “Oh 
my darling, Clementine.” They wandered 
through the narrow, dusty streets, sur- 
rounded by delighted, friendly inhabitants. 
Hands were shaken, backs patted and at 
one stage Duncan was hoisted onto a 
bench—he was on crutches following a 
motor accident which injured a leg per- 
manently weakened by osteo-myelitis—to 
make a short speech in English and Sesuto: 
Today South African people of all kinds have 
come among you. They have come with love for 
you and with peace. I ask you to do what you 
have to do without making trouble, but in a 
spirit of love ... Mayibuye, Afrika (Let Africa 
come back to us). 
This was greeted with loud cheers and 
shouts of ‘“Mayibuye” and “Afrika” 
Hands went up in the thumbs-up salute 
of the ANC. Women ululated—the African 
yodel, a sound of joy and excitement, the 
original form of Halleluia. As the party 
moved off to leave the location, there was 
a dismal moment when it seemed the 
police might not act. But at the last 
minute they drove their cars across the 
front of the procession and arrested the 
demonstrators. Duncan and the six other 
Whites were taken in cars to Germiston 
police-station, the thirty-two non-Whites 
separately in trucks—for segregation ex- 
tends to prisons, hospitals, even to am- 
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bulances and morgues in South Africa. 
The Whites were treated courteously by 
the police, the non-Whites, as usual, less 
so; though in this case no one injured 
himself by “falling against the table in 
the charge-office” or “tripping on the 
stairs leading to the cells”’—habits that 
are curiously prevalent among arrested 
non-Whites. All spent a dreary two nights 
and a day lying on cement floor, Duncan 
and two White men in one cell, the four 
White women in another and the thirty- 
two non-Whites in another with one 
sanitary and one drinking bucket between 
them. Later on all were released on bail. 


The trials were conducted separately. 
Seventeen Indians and fourteen Africans 
pleaded guilty to the minor offence of 
entering the location without permits and 
were sentenced to a fine of $6 or 14 days 
compulsory labor. As with all other pas- 
sive resisters, they went to prison rather 
than pay. The seven Whites and Manilal 
Gandhi, of whom the Government evi- 
dently wished to make an example, were 
tried by a special court with enhanced 
powers on the major charge of breaking 
the regulations concerning the passive 
resistance campaign. Since the ANC 
wished to challenge the validity of the 
regulations, they pleaded not guilty but 
were convicted. Duncan was fined $300 
or 100 days compulsory labor, Gandhi and 
four others $150 or fifty days, and two 
students $60 or twenty days. 


II 


The present South African Govern- 
ment’s policy is to maintain “the domina- 
tion of the European over the overwhelm- 
ing majority of non-Europeans” by strictly 
subordinating and controlling the latter 
in the “White areas” (eighty-eight per 
cent of the country) and “allowing them 
the fullest development in their own 
areas.” In Dr. Malan’s first five years of 
office (1948-53) a great deal has been 
done towards the first of these objectives 
and nothing at all towards the second. 
Thus the non-Whites have seen a steady 
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diminution of their rights and opportu- 
nities without any compensating advan- 
tages. It was not necessary for the Gov- 
ernment to abolish the African franchise, 
though it may yet do so. It had only 
existed in one of the Union’s four pro- 
vinces and had been rendered innocuous 
as long ago as 1936. Dr. Malan, however, 
abolished a nominal Indian franchise and 
brought the country to the verge of civil 
war by trying to eliminate the half-caste 
vote in contravention of the Constitution. 
He assumed powers to divide the country 
up into separate residential areas without 
compensation and without the Courts 
having jurisdiction, so that he can adjust 
the existing voluntarily segregated areas 
to the greater profit and comfort of the 
Whites. He passed a law conferring power 
in tribal areas upon appointed chiefs sub- 
ject to Government control. This has the 
dual advantage of artificially preserving 
the most reactionary element in African 
life and of making its dignitaries liable 
to dismissal for offending the Government. 
This year’s President of the ANC, Chief 
Albert James Luthuli, lost his chieftain- 
ship last November for supporting the 
passive resistance campaign. Lastly, until 
the Swart Acts, Dr. Malan gave himself 
powers under the Suppression of Com- 
munism Act to proscribe alleged Com- 
munists without trial, order them to 
vacate their jobs in trade unions and 
political organizations, prohibit them from 
attending meetings and restrict their 
movements to certain areas. Under this 
law some 500 people have been “named” 
as Communists and subjected to loss of 
various liberties, nearly one hundred have 
been ejected from their jobs. Only be- 
tween twenty-six and thirty-eight are 
thought to be genuine Communists. The 
rest, mostly Indian and African leaders 
of passive resistance or White trade union- 
ists hostile to the Government’s racial 
ideology, are what a judge felicitously 
described as “statutory Communists.” And 
with admirable lucidity he added: “This 
has nothing to do with Communism as it 
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is commonly known.” The order to Betty 
du Toit, one of Duncan’s six companions 
at Germiston, to vacate her three trade 
union posts is a clear case of victimization, 
for it was issued a few days after the 
Germiston incident, although the police 
and Mr. Swart had had two years pre- 
viously in which to decide whether she 
was a Communist or not. 


These new laws, the arrogant severity 
and brutal superiority with which they 
and all the earlier racist measures were 
administered by the Malan Government 
constituted such an obvious threat to 
colored rights and such an affront to 
their self-respect that they created virtual 
unanimity among the historically divided 
non-White peoples. Organized and led by 
the ANC, urban non-Whites defied par- 
ticular discriminatory regulations in 
batches of from ten to fifty in a campaign 
ostensibly directed against six unjust 
laws, but in reality protesting against the 
whole system of discrimination based on 
the color of a man’s skin. And the volun- 
teers of this Defiance Campaign, number- 
ing over 8,000 in the six months after 
June 1952, behaved with remarkable 
dignity and restraint in the face of much 
police provocation, considerable ill-treat- 
ment and often vindictive sentences. 


When in October and November the 
inevitable riots came, they arose out of 
trivial incidents unconnected with the 
Defiance Campaign but not free from 
provocative police and official action. In 
reality they reflected a state of extreme 
frustration and resentment on the part of 
the urban non-White population, of which 
the Defiance Campaign was only one of 
the symptoms. After a good deal of arson 
and looting, the riots were ruthlessly sup- 
pressed by the police with ascertained 
casualties of six Whites murdered by the 
berserk crowds, thirty-three non-Whites 
killed and over 150 wounded by the 
police. Four towns were involved. 

There was a genuine revulsion of feel- 
ing throughout the country. The non- 
White leaders were a little slow to con- 
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demn the outrages for fear of seeming to 
admit some share in the guilt for what 
had in fact been spontaneous outbursts 
of group frenzy. But their attachment to 
the Gandhian principle of non-violence 
appears for the present to be quite sin- 
cere. In condemning the violence they 
again re-affirmed that they are not anti- 
White, but anti-racist discrimination. 
Since, however, nearly the entire White 
population favors such discrimination, 
anti-White sentiments are bound to creep 
into some of the wilder and more irre- 
sponsible pronouncements. These, the 
savage nature of the attacks on White 
persons and property (in one case the 
murder of a nun was converted into a 
ritual murder accompanied by the eating 
of the victim’s flesh) and the current 
Mau Mau terrorism in Kenya were fully 
exploited by the Government as proof of 
the unregenerate barbarism of all Afri- 
cans. White public opinion was thus pre- 
pared for the anti-Defiance regulations, 
which Duncan challenged, and the later 
Swart Acts. 
III 


Duncan’s decision to throw in his lot 
publicly with the non-White Defiance 
Campaign was taken a few weeks after 
the riots. It was of crucial importance 
both because of what he is and because 
of what he did. 

Born in 1918, son of Sir Patrick Duncan 
and his German-South African wife, his 
is a well known name in the Union. His 
father came to join Lord Milner’s famous 
“kindergarten” of brilliant young men 
reconstructing South Africa after the 
Anglo-Boer War of 1899-1902—a team 
which included John Buchan, Lord 
Tweedsmuir, and Philip Kerr, Lord 
Lothian and British ambassador in Wash- 
ington at the outbreak of World War II. 
Staying on in South Africa after the re- 
turn of political independence, Duncan 
senior was twice a Minister under General 
J. C. Smuts and finally the first South 
African Governor-General of the Union 
from 1937 until his death in 1943—a man 
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widely revered by all parties and races 
for his integrity and justice. 

Pat Duncan, his eldest son, is com- 
pletely bilingual in the Union’s two White 
languages to which he later added fluency 
in Sesuto, one of the two chief African 
language-groups. Educated in South 
Africa and then in England at Winchester 
and Balliol College, Oxford, he was re- 
fused for the army in 1939 because of his 
old leg injury and instead entered the 
British Colonial Service to work in Ba- 
sutoland, a British protectorate in the 
heart of the Union of South Africa. There 
for nearly ten years he led the usual 
enthusiastic life of the colonial “benevo- 
lent despot,” trying to compel the Africans 
to farm better and attend to the erosion 
of their soil, the paternal master and the 
obedient servants. 


This is the attitude of many of the most 
enlightened South African Whites and 
Duncan shared in their intellectual her- 
itage. But he was also something of a 
rebel, for he had chosen the Colonial 
Service rather than the Union’s Native 
Affairs Department because he “disliked 
serving a White parliament ruling un- 
represented non-Whites.” As the years 
passed, he came to the insight that it is 
more important to enlist the active in- 
terest and loyalty of subject peoples in 
striving for their own attainment of in- 
dependent human status than to impose 
efficient government upon them. Two 
events completed his change of heart. One 
was his marriage in 1947 to Cynthia, 
daughter of Sir Patrick Ashley Cooper, 
a director of the Bank of England and for 
twenty-one years director of the Hudson’s 
Bay Company. She brought to Pat the 
uncontaminated vision of an un-race- 
conscious Englishwoman. Secondly, Dr. 
Malan’s victory in the Union’s 1948 elec- 
tions confronted Duncan and other think- 
ing South Africans (White and especially 
Black) with the practical implications of 
the herrenvolk ideology that is explicit in 
Nationalist policy and implicit in that of 
their White opponents. From that time 
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Duncan began to prepare himself mentally 
to leave Basutoland and enter the South 
African conflict. 


In early life Duncan was brought up by 
his mother as a Christian Scientist. He 
passed through a brief adolescent flirta- 
tion with atheism and radicalism and fi- 
nally came to rest spiritually in the toler- 
ant Christianity of the Church of England. 
When he went to the London School of 
Economics in 1948 for a year’s study of 
Marxism under the late Professor H. J. 
Laski, it was as an opponent wishing to 
understand his adversary’s creed. During 
that year he also met the Rev. Michael 
Scott, champion of the African subject 
peoples, and studied the effects of racism 
in the histories of Haiti, which it de- 
stroyed, and Brazil, which has overcome 
it. So, when he returned to Basutoland 
in 1950, he was at last ready to ask the 
question which even the more liberal 
South African Whites find difficult to 
answer candidly: “What would I feel in 
their place?” 


Back in Africa he realized that the 
vicious circle of White politicians playing 
up to a virtually all-White electorate at 
the expense of the non-Whites could only 
be broken by developing non-White po- 
litical activity. Where all outlets for po- 
litical expression were exclusively in 
White hands, this could only be done by 
race war or civil disobedience. Since the 
former must result in terrible human 
suffering and the loss to the whole com- 
munity of the White skills and resources 
without which Whites and non-Whites 
will starve, Duncan became convinced 
that the way of Gandhi’s satyagraha— 
non-violent passive resistance or civil 
disobedience—was the only constructive 
hope for South Africa. So he became a 
friend of Manilal Gandhi and student of 
his father’s writings. In Mahatma Gandhi’s 
principles Duncan found the reconciliation 
between individual morality and social 
immorality, between religion and political 
action. As he has written: 

“If ever there were a country that needed a 
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method of vindicating the rights of the oppressed 
without threatening or hating the oppressor, 
South Africa was it ...A black Malan would 
smash the country for a century and a half. 
Here (in Gandhi’s writings) was the idea that 
must rule the ideas of South Africa, if South 
Africa were to survive. From the moment I saw 
that, my path was clear. I must leave the service 
and do what I could to establish the idea in 
South Africa.” 


So, after giving six months notice of 
his resignation, Duncan brought his wife 
and two small sons to Riverside Farm just 
over the border from Basutoland inside 
the Orange Free State, where in Septem- 
ber 1952 he set up his mail-order book 
business in sight of the towering Drakens- 
berg. Meanwhile the ANC had begun its 
Defiance Campaign in June and Duncan 
knew that he must support “this first 
round in the emancipation of our coun- 
try.” Momentarily he faltered when the 
riots broke out; but soon he saw that the 
unanimously hostile White reaction made 
his intervention on the non-White side 
all the more imperative, that in his own 
small way he might help sustain the few 
remaining bridges over the racial chasm 
which animosity and the deliberate policy 
of the Malan Government were fast break- 
ing down. For if the day comes on which 
all Whites oppose and are opposed by all 
non-Whites, South Africa’s final catastro- 
phe will be very near. Duncan’s action at 
Germiston on December 8 was a plea to 
White South Africans not to separate 
themselves entirely from the legitimate 
and peacefully expressed aspirations of 
their non-White fellow-citizens and to 
non-White South Africans not to despair 
of converting the Whites by non-violent 
appeals to their consciences. It was a 
demand that both sides put Christian 
morals and a civilized ethic above the 
expedient self-interest of racist politics— 
a gesture that in the circumstances of 
South Africa today had to be made by a 
prominent White man, known to have no 
seditious or revolutionary axe to grind 
except the moral revolution that Jesus 
taught. And though he has been widely 
reviled as a traitor to his race, less short- 
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sighted Whites have acknowledged that 
Duncan and his companions are the only 
South African Whites with clear con- 
sciences. They have struck a decisive 
blow for moral principles against racial 
emotions, defying not merely the law of 
their country but the rigid conventions 
of its White ruling caste by crossing the 
dividing line between passive sympathy 
with non-White frustrations and active 
support for their demands. 

Only the solidarity of a common hu- 
manity expressing the love that Christi- 
anity and all the great spiritual traditions 
profess can cast out fear, the root of the 
racial evil. This is the kernel of Pat 
Duncan’s creed. We who live in South 
Africa and whose minds are not yet closed 
on racial questions pray indeed that it 
may prevail over the fears and hatreds 
among which we daily dwell, for we are 
close to the precipice’s edge. We know 
our fellow-White citizens too well to be 
optimistic about their change of heart, 
but only this can save South Africa—a 
change accompanied by genuine conces- 
sions in the way of civic rights and eco- 
nomic opportunities to educated non- 
Whites, freely offered before they have 
all gone over into irreconcilable hostility. 
For we must either give them hope for an 
enlarging future and a ground for loyalty, 
or watch their spiritual secession from a 
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country and a system that denies them 
these things. By defying the law and 
social habits of South Africa, Duncan 
sought at this late hour to shame our 
consciences into recognizing the cata- 
clysm that lies just ahead of our “them” 
and “us” mentality and into accepting the 
wholeness and mutuality of human re- 
lationships by which alone a united South 
Africa can survive. If he should fail here 
on this small but crucial stage, the rest 
of Africa and the free world will be in 
jeopardy. For not only is South Africa 
the test-bench of a continent where the 
good faith of White men is on trial. But 
in a world no longer divided by space and 
distance Duncan’s is a message that all 
must understand and practise if civiliza- 
tion is not to destroy itself by forces 
which it has had the knowledge to create 
but not the wisdom to control. Modern 
science has, indeed, brought us to a final 
decision, either to tolerate or annihilate 
each other; and racism and narrow na- 
tionalisms are not on the side of tolerance. 


Note: Since this article was completed, Dr. 
Malan’s Government, having obtained a greatly 
increased majority at the April 1953 election, 
has enacted many more discriminatory laws. In 
protest against these Duncan, Manilal Gandhi, 
Miss du Toit and Mrs. Troup withdrew their 
appeals and served their sentences, though Dun- 
can had to be content with a token 14 days, 
owing to the bad state of his leg. 





Telephones 


CoLLEEN BROWNING 











poveeseesconescascanescoseaseneaasaoreeasg 


BOOKS 


{ 
Books reviewed in this issue may be purchased at the regular 
price through the Book Service Department of THE CHICAGO { 
| 
t 


JEWISH FORUM, 82 West Washington St., Chicago 2, Illinois. 


— >, 





OE : 








Blessed Is the Land, by Louis Zara. 
Crown Publishers, Inc. 393 pp. $3.95. 


There never was a better timed book. 
Blessed is the Land appeared in the book 
stores just as the Jews of America were 
preparing to go to their synagogues and 
temples to offer up prayers of thanks- 
giving and rededication marking the land- 
ing of twenty-three Jewish pilgrims in 
New Amsterdam in 1654. The mood was 
one of nostalgia, of reverence, of exalta- 
tion. An event separated from us by three 
centuries in time was about to be recalled 
to memory. And shadowy figures, like 
paper silhouettes, were to people that 
stage of remote history. We could not take 
them by the hand, feel the sweat in the 
calloused palms, count the throbbing of 
their pulses. They were strangers to our 
generation. 


Now a man who has written many good 
books has chosen to let his fantasy dwell 
among these men and women of the past. 
He has elected to become their intimate. 
He has gone back in time and in mood to 
become a contemporary of those early 
pilgrims. The result is a lusty, gusty nar- 
rative, absorbing, fascinating, alive. 


Talented is the man who can feel at 
home in history. For out of the dust of 
ancient volumes, by a sheer act of faith, 
of believing in another generation, he 
partakes of an act of creation. 


The names of these protagonists were 
known to us. The drama of their lives, the 
rebuffs and rejections, the triumphs and 
victories were matters of chronicled his- 
tory. But the colour of their eyes, the 
rhythm of their speech, the quirks of 
their characters, the moods of their 
dreams, the intensity of their passions— 
all these things were unknown. They 





could not be catalogued by historians who 
document and annotate each fact. They 
could only be recorded by the dealer in 
dreams, the spinner of tales, the chronicler 
of phantom and shadow. 

So on the fifteenth of Tammuz in the 
year 5414, the narrative begins: “My name 
is Ashur Levy. I am a Jew, descendant of 
the People of the Book, and proud... . I 
am neither scribe nor scholar. . . .” And 
so the diary unrolls through the eventful 
years. The flight from Brazil. The terror 
of the seas. The saga of assault and attri- 
tion, of bestiality, rape, despair. Fate like 
an avenging fury dishes out indignity, hu- 
miliation, anguish and bereavement. Then 
the storm-spent, ravaged pilgrims are de- 
livered up on the shores of the New World 
to a reluctant welcome and official hostil- 
ity on the part of the new Amsterdamers. 

“TI knelt to press my lips to the earth,” 
wrote Ashur Levy in his diary. And he 
prayed in his heart: “Lord God, let this 
be the land!” And God willed it and it 
became the land. And the handful of men 
became the five million American Jews of 
our day and into their hands destiny 
thrust a vast role—their own salvation 
and perpetuation and the salvation and 
perpetuation of Jews in Israel. 

The American Jew of our time will find 
many ways of celebrating the arrival of 
Ashur Levy in America. He will be called 
upon to listen to orations and to music. 
He will view films. He will have many 
books offered to him. He will watch vast 
spectacles and miniscule performances. 
All in the interest of the Tercentenary. 
But for his leisure hours, for moments of 
sheer delight, he will open this book and 
trace this saga and be glad. In Blessed is 
the Land he will find a merging of past 
and present, a recall to life of the first 


125 








126 


Jews in our land, a taste of adventure and 
battle, of many campaigns and many vic- 
tories. He will enlarge his experience and 
his family. For Ashur Levy was a uni- 
versal Jew—and kin to every one of us. 
“Land where our fathers died” now em- 
braces Ashur Levy. 


For this kinsman we give thanks to 
Louis Zara. 


ANITA LipMAN LEBESON 





A Child of the Century. The Autobiog- 
raphy of Ben Hecht. Simon and Schuster. 
654 pp. $5.00. 


The first third of this book is very much 
a journalist’s book, for in it Ben Hecht 
deals with gusto with his years on the 
Chicago Journal and Daily News, and the 
gaudy characters who reigned in the 
newspaper editorial rooms in those days, 
roughly 1915-1925, an era that now seems 
almost prehistoric. He writes about Sher- 
man Duffy and Richard J. Finnegan and 
Martin J. Hutchens and Ashton Stevens 
and Brooks Beitler and Henry Justin 
Smith and Vincent Starrett and Harry 
Hansen and Keith Preston and dozens of 
others. Whether or not Ben Hecht would 
be willing to take an oath on the accuracy 
of every detail in his many stories about 
his Chicago newspaper days is proble- 
matical, but no one can deny that what 
he has to say makes lively reading. 

But once he leaves Chicago for Ger- 
many, where he served as a correspond- 
ent, and later when he goes to New York 
and Hollywood and begins to issue phil- 
osophical pronouncements and to think 
on a global plane he becomes less and 
less interesting, and toward the end, in- 
deed, he becomes very embarrassing. As 
a matter of fact, even when he writes 
about literary figures and matters in 
Chicago he has strangely little to say. 
His encounters with Sherwood Anderson 
and Theodore Dreiser and Carl Sandburg 
and Margaret Anderson seem to have 
made little impression on him, and he 
certainly did not emulate their humility 
and gentleness. Ben Hecht apparently 
felt more at home with police reporters 
and firemen and policemen and prostitutes 
and shady men of the cloth than with 
genuine artists. 


He also must have been pretty well 
lost in Germany shortly after the first 
World War, for he now reveals that he 
found “no hints of anti-Semitism” there, 
which would have surprised my Alte 
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Bobbe, who was never in Germany but 
clearly knew the Germans better than did 
the ace-reporter Ben Hecht. In any case, 
he continued to be, in his own phrase, 
“un-Jewish,” and was content to call him- 
self a “humanist.” He spent a little time 
in New York and then went to Hollywood, 
where he became a staff writing genius, 
grinding out some sixty scenarios. He 
devotes scores of pages to the disparage- 
ment of Hollywood and its products, but 
he says nowhere that he was insulted by 
its huge checks. The fact seems to be 
that he liked Hollywood very much. Next 
to newspapers—and perhaps even more 
so—Hollywood gave him the best outlet 
for his kind of talent: to write with 
surface brilliance about human relations 
and to make his paymasters believe that 
he was a profound thinker as well as a 
good money-maker, an estimate that he 
clearly shares to this day. 


How do his books and plays stand up 
over the years? They don’t. Every one of 
them makes very depressing reading. 
Count Bruga and A Jew in Love and the 
dozens of short stories are exercises in 
verbal pyrotechnics, bristling with shal- 
low epigrams, but devoid of sound char- 
acterization or illumination about human 
affairs in general. Ben Hecht may be 
sixty years old physiologically, but spirit- 
ually and emotionally and even intellectu- 
ally he is probably nearer nineteen. Only 
a nineteen-year-old rebel could proudly 
put down such sentiments: “The decency 
and sanity of the human race is a small 
mask;” “People resist having their eyes 
opened out of fear that they may despise 
themselves;” and “Democracy offers a 
fairly good meal ticket to the politician.” 


Ben Hecht’s experiences in the world 
of Jewish affairs extended over a period 
of eight years and are well known to most 
newspaper readers. He worked very hard 
in behalf of Jewish refugees and of what 
he thought should be Israel, but he ex- 
posed himself as not only uninformed in 
Jewish history and insensitive to the need 
for Jewish patience, but also as a child 
in world politics, as a cruel man when 
angry, and as a grobber yung. Only a man 
temporarily out of his mind could have 
called upon the Jewish people to kill 
British people—“let go with your guns 
and bombs at the British betrayers and 
invaders of your homeland... .” Only a 
man temporarily out of his senses could 
call Dr. Weizmann a “traitor,” and make 
fun of Ben-Gurion’s “comic haircut, whose 
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white hair looked always like a chicken 
with its wings spread.” And one wonders 
what sort of man could write of the late 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s “spir- 
itual anesthesia to the greatest genocide 
in history” (the massacre of the Jews by 
Hitler forces); or that the same late 
President “did not like Jews. Jews were 
to him an irritating people;” and that 
Roosevelt’s philosophy of government 
“was what Mussolini, Hitler, Bevin, Stalin, 
and Mao were announcing.” And one is 
appalled when one reads, by the same 
man who can write such terrible stuff, 
that Westbrook Pegler, in the future, “will 
emerge as one of the brightest of the 
prose lighthouses in a time darkened by 
the pall of government.” 
CHARLES ANGOFF 





The Uneducated, by Eli Ginzberg and 
Douglas W. Bray. Columbia University 
Press. 246pp. $4.50. 


This survey is the first publication of 
the Conservation of Human Resources 
Project at Columbia University. It deals 
with the role of the illiterate or virtually 
illiterate person in contemporary Amer- 
ican society—especially in the armed 
services. 

It is admitted that illiteracy is a “dimin- 
ished . . . residual problem.” In 1890 one 
out of seven persons was illiterate in the 
United States, but in 1950 the number was 
only one in fifty. This decline is attributed 
largely to the restrictions placed on im- 
migration and the great educational ad- 
vances made by the Southern Negro. 

The authors argue, however, that the 
manpower needs military expansion has 
created in this country make it undesir- 
able to let the problem of illiteracy gradu- 
ally solve itself. They are especially 
critical of the armed services’ prejudice 
against inducting poorly educated men 
and urge adoption of qualifying tests that 
place less emphasis on reading skills. To 
buttress their contention, they present an 
extensive sampling of the performance 
records of those unlettered soldiers who, 
in World War II, were sent to Special 
Training Units for basic educational in- 
struction. In the main, the results indicate 
that the soldiers were not only made cap- 
able of satisfactory military service but 
were also benefited later in civilian life. 
The authors want such training units to 
be reactivated. 


This discussion of illiteracy and the 
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armed services does not exclude concern 
with other aspects, but the concern, while 
not superficial, is often unimaginative. 

A valuable collection of data shows that 
the Southeastern states are the chief edu- 
cational sore spots in the country. South- 
ern public school systems are financially 
handicapped by low regional incomes. 
The segregated Southern Negro suffers 
most. Recent expenditures for Negro ed- 
ucation have increased greatly, but vast 
inequities remain. (A point little recog- 
nized is that even where state appropri- 
ations are equal, local funds tend to go 
mainly to white schools.) 


The authors recommend direct federal 
aid to those states which have a tax rate 
for educational purposes above the na- 
tional average and a tax yield that pro- 
vides less per pupil than the national 
average. 

Because of the former large discrepancies in 
expenditures for the Negro and the white pupils 
in all Southern states, it would be important for 
the Federal Government to establish certain 
safeguards against the discriminatory use of 
these funds. It might also be possible to recom- 
mend, if not to stipulate, certain minimum 
standards which would raise the level of the 
poorest schools and thereby contribute most 
directly to the eradication of illiteracy. Such 
monies could be given in a manner which would 
leave a maximum degree of discretion and re- 
sponsibility to the state and the locality. 

As phrased here, this request for federal 
aid seems to sanction a pouring of new 
wine into old bottles. It is most disappoint- 
ing that a recent book on educational 
problems should be silent on the possi- 
bility of segregation being ended in South- 
ern schools. Mention is made of the im- 
provements gained through consolidated 
schools, but there is no speculation as to 
how much the poorer states would save if 
white and Negro systems were consoli- 
dated through integration. The authors 
constantly observe that standards in Negro 
education are probably more lax than 
statistics show. They do not look closely 
at the social scene that makes this so. 

Federal aid can only be helpful and 
justified if it is bestowed to Southern 
school systems that will, axiomatically, 
serve all. ALFRED Maunp 





Chekhov: A Life, by David Magarshack. 
Grove Press. 431 pp. $6.00. 

This is a factual account of the great 
Russian realist, the events of his life, the 
names and dates of his important works, 
and to a lesser extent an evaluation and 
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criticism of them. The record becomes 
more interesting as the author matures 
and his correspondence and the opinions 
of others are quoted. The incidental crit- 
icism, though not wholly laudatory, is, 
however, insufficient to bring out clearly 
the complex character of the man. For 
this the self-revelation in his stories and 
plays is more satisfactory. 


Chekhov’s development from a writer of 
humorous stories turned out with great 
facility to the painstakingly objective and 
realistic artist of the later years is in part 
documented. As a doctor he saw human 
beings without disguise or illusion. His 
visit to Siberia and Sakhalin brought home 
to him the cruelty and injustice prevailing 
in Russia and strengthened his resolve to 
depict them without drawing obvious 
morals or denouncing those responsible 
for them. He preached by indirection, the 
best form of preachment. Gorky whose 
power as a writer he recognized and ad- 
mired he criticized for what we call now- 
adays taking the “party line” and for not 
telling his stories with sufficient detach- 
ment and freedom from propaganda. 
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His relationship to Tolstoy, whom he 
came to know in later years, is particu- 
larly revealing. Tolstoy as an artist he 
admired greatly and for a time, too, he 
was carried away by Tolstoy’s Christian 
belief in the doctrine of non-resistance. 
“Resist not evil.” Such is the Biblical in- 
junction which Tolstoy endeavored to 
obey. Chekhov was too much the realist, 
too little the mystic, to accept it. There 
were very real evils in the world, he saw, 
man-made evils which it was within the 
power of man to remedy. It was the task 
of the artist and writer to portray these 
evils so graphically that the eyes of men 
would be opened and their consciences 
stirred to action. Cart H. Graso 





Learning Laughter, by Stephen Spender. 
Harcourt, Brace. 201 pp. $3.50. 


In the spring of 1952, the organizers of 
Youth Aliyah, the organization which has 
brought and cared for 60,000 children 
transferred from other lands to Israel, 
asked the English poet Stephen Spender 
to write about their work. He accepted 








AN ALMANAC OF 
LIBERTY 


by William O. Douglas 


The famous author (Beyond the 
High Himalayas and North From 
Malaya), Supreme Court Justice, 
and fighting liberal now interprets 
the significant, dramatic milestones 
in man’s never ending struggle for 
personal freedom. Here are the men, 
the events and great decisions from 
1215 to 1954 that have defined our basic human rights and made 
them into law. A stirring reminder that Americans must keep 
fighting to defend and retain their personal liberty. 


$5.50 at all bookstores . DOUBLEDAY 








FABIAN BACHRACH 

















130 


the offer, went to Israel and produced 
this perceptive blend of travelogue and 
report on the new State, its children, its 
kibbutz problem, its cities, its accomplish- 
ments and its hopes for the future. 

Mr. Spender is a splendid reporter. He 
writes with lyric flashes and is not blinded 
by official propaganda. He dislikes Tel 
Aviv, understands why the Arabs and the 
Christians want Jerusalem, points to the 
fact that the Westernized Israelis feel 
superior to the Oriental Jews and, on the 
whole, writes a balanced, thoughtful, im- 
portant book on Israel. 

That this volume was written by a poet 
is obvious in many passages. The word 
picture of Jerusalem is magnificent. Mr. 
Spender, like so many writers before him, 
and no doubt those to follow, gains elo- 
quence when he writes about the ancient 
city. At the same time, he is contemptuous 
of the architecture of Tel Aviv and has 
many misgivings about the communal life 
lived in the kibbutzim. 

He is particularly perceptive on the sub- 
ject of the unhappy maladjusted young- 
sters brought to Israel. “I kept asking my- 
self: ‘Are these children happy?’” And 
his answer is hardly an unqualified yes. 
Many of the children, of Oriental back- 
ground, are so different from Westernized 
children that the usual IQ and psycholog- 
ical tests are valueless when used on 
these youngsters. On the other hand, the 
survivors of the DP camps are equally 
difficult. Mr..Spender relates the poignant 
story of the little child who eats until he 
can eat no more and protests when mouldy 
bread is taken away from him. He cannot 
forget the hunger he had experienced in 
the past. But, as Mr. Spender phrases it, 
“Tsrael does more than any other nation 
for its children.” 

Indeed, it is in the children that he sees 
the hope of future Israel. “To study the 
children is to study the germ of the New 
State,” he explains. He carries this fur- 
ther, by stating, “The Israelis are con- 
fronted with the immense problem of 
getting people ingathered from 30 different 
nations, and having nothing in common 
but that they are Jews, to live together. 
The harmonious concept ‘Jew’ must be 
made to drive out the barriers of origin 
and colour which threaten the unity of 
Israel. The significance of Youth Aliyah 
is that it is a movement to create this 
harmony among the children.” 

In conclusion, he asserts: “That the 
children of Youth Aliyah should be edu- 
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cated to think of themselves as Israelis 
and to put aside their differences of origin 
and colour, is most hopeful.” Yet he has 
a word of caution to this: “While being 
taught to forget the colour of their skins, 
the children are enlisted by the education 
of Israel to enter into the views of ideol- 
ogies. . . . They are educated to hold 
different political views and to practice 
different ways of living. . . . What is 
needed is education to a faith in the new 
Israel as practised by the new Jews, which 
is the common ground on which all stand, 
however they diverge afterwards, and 
however varied are their lives as individ- 
uals. So the children bring us back to the 
adults, and the adults to the children.” 


Harotp U. RrsaALtow 





Mussolini: the intimate life of a dema- 
gogue, by Paolo Monelli. The Vanguard 
Press, Inc. 304 pp. $4.00. 


Paolo Monelli, the author of this inti- 
mate portrait of Mussolini, never was, for 
all we know, a fascist. Whether his anti- 
fascism dates back to the World War, 
like that of so many Italians, is not clear. 
Most probably, he was an able but cynical 
writer, who frequently turned to journal- 
ism, as he did during the war, and wrote 
the inevitable eulogies of Mussolini, while 
laughing at himself for doing so, and at 
the Italians for reading a kind of prose 
which they came to accept as inevitable, 
like death and taxes, but which very few 
any longer took seriously. 


Fascism was a tragic farce, enacted by 
a whole people after it had become too 
late to do anything about it. Only a major 
catastrophe, as it happened, could have 
brought about a change to sanity. And as 
we read these pages one can only wonder 
how people, Monelli included, could stand 
it. His book more properly could have 
been called the life of a poor man, for 
that Mussolini was. The only thing in 
which he seems to have excelled was his 
passion for women—whom, by the way, 
he used to treat roughly. Maybe because 
of this, but also because gossip involving 
women is easy to collect in Italy, Mus- 
solini’s loves take up a good deal of space. 
Pathetic, and at times even touching, is 
the story of Claretta Petacci, his mistress 
during many years, who was shot by his 
side. She seems never to have abused her 
position as Italian Pompadour, nor to have 
profited by her peculiar connection with 
Mussolini. All she did was to spend her 
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days in a small flat adjoining Mussolini’s 
office, and wait for his infrequent and 
fleeting appearances. 

Since this book has to do with Musso- 
lini’s private life, it was useful that de- 
tailed information be gathered about his 
youth, and also about his last days. These 
are the details that would go lost with 
the passing of time, and with the passing 
of persons connected with them. Musso- 
lini was not born of a proletarian family, 
as he liked to boast. His mother was a 
school teacher, and his father, after trying 
his hand in many directions, had bought 
a restaurant. One of the maids was to 
become his wife. In later years she was 
called Donna Rachele, as if she were a 
member of the ancient nobility, but in 
fact she remained to the last a good and 
unpretentious housewife. Monelli did well 
to document the several ideological 
changes that Mussolini underwent. He 
seems to have been the proponent of 
every ideology under the sun at one time 
or the other of his life. And this life lacked 
pathos, and even interest, during its fame. 
Mussolini became the prisoner of a ma- 
chine he himself had built, and felt lonely, 
friendless, irresolute. His last years 
showed how much was Mussolini lacking 
in grandeur. He was a German puppet 
who no longer even pretended to lead. 
At times his hopes would be flashed, and 
he would become boisterous and bully. 
Otherwise, he lived in a small unattrac- 
tively furnished place, being always fol- 
lowed by a truckful of German soldiers, 
even when he went to some amorous 
rendezvous. The night before dying he 
slept like a baby, while Claretta’s pillow 
by his side was moist with tears. 

The book is well and skillfully written. 
It is not a biography of Mussolini, but a 
careful collection of anecdotes and little 
known facts that throw a great deal of 
light on a man who might have been 
happier had he remained a primary school 


teacher. Mario Rossti 





Race, Jobs, and Politics: The Story of 
FEPC, by Louis Ruchames. Columbia 
University Press. 255pp. $3.75. 

On June 25, 1941 President Roosevelt, 
under great pressure from liberals and 
under the threat of a Negro march on 
Washington, issued Executive Order 8802 
establishing a Committee on Fair Employ- 
ment Practice in the Office of Production 
Management to implement the govern- 
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ment’s official policy “to provide for the 
full and equitable participation of all 
workers in defense industries, without 
discrimination because of race, creed, 
color, or national origin.” The Committee 
was “to ‘receive and investigate com- 
plaints of discrimination,’ to redress valid 
grievances and to recommend to govern- 
ment agencies and to the President meas- 
ures required to implement the order.” 

So began the American experience with 
FEPC. The Committee devoted its first 
year largely to holding a series of public 
hearings which publicized the policy of 
non-discrimnation in defense work and 
the functions of the Committee, induced 
compliance by some employers, and gave 
hope to minority groups, especially Ne- 
groes, that genuine equality of opportunity 
might prevail. The Committee rapidly 
gained considerable prestige—in fact, too 
much, for on July 30, 1942 it was rather 
unceremoniously transferred to the War 
Manpower Commission where it was much 
more vulnerable to attack. “Although, at 
the time, no reason was given for the 
transfer, in the light of later developments 
there can be little doubt but that its 
purpose was to restrict the committee’s 
activities.” The tactic was successful for 
the Committee suffered a rapid decline 
and was replaced in May of 1943 by a 
new Fair Employment Practice Commit- 
tee, established as an independent agency 
within the OPM. It operated with con- 
siderable success until it was disbanded 
in June of 1946. 

Louis Ruchames has written a fascinat- 
ing book which in a brief account sheds 
much light on the problems of combatting 
discrimination and on American politics. 
In addition to a history of the national 
FEPC from origins to demise, including 
a case study of one of the Committee’s 
toughest cases (a strike by employees of 
the Philadelphia Rapid Transit Company) 
in protest against the upgrading of Ne- 
groes, he analyzes the structure and func- 
tions of the Committee and its relations 
with Congress and evaluates its achieve- 
ments. The story is brought up to date 
with a brief analysis of the experience of 
the eleven states and twenty-eight cities 
which have enacted laws barring discrim- 
ination in employment since 1945, and 
concludes with an account of the unsuc- 
cessful efforts to achieve permanent na- 
tional FEPC legislation. 

But perhaps the book’s greatest value 
is a result of the insights it provides into 
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the politics of discrimination and the op- 
eration of the American political system. 
FEPC had powerful Congressional en- 
emies in both parties, and lacked the full 
support of President Roosevelt who was 
immersed in the conduct of the war and 
impatient with domestic political prob- 
lems. Consequently, in spite of great pub- 
lic support, the Committee was hampered 
in its efforts by Congressional harassment 
and administrative maneuvering. 


Especially instructive is Mr. Ruchames 
account of the failure of the attempts to 
secure permanent FEPC legislation in the 
Eighty-first Congress because of the skill 
and power and determination of its Con- 
gressional opponents and the lack of these 
qualities among its supporters. He con- 
cludes that: 


The organizations demanding a permanent 
FEPC are undoubtedly far superior in numbers 
to those who oppose it and are more nearly 
representative of the majority of Americans. 
Thus far, however, they have not made their 
numbers felt. They have failed to mobilize their 
constituents and the masses of Americans who 
favor FEPC in an adequate pressure campaign 
to ensure Congressional support for the legisla- 
tion. As a result, they have been duped with 
impunity by political leaders whose campaign 
promises concerning FEPC have far exceeded 
their actions on the floor of Congress. The only 
answer to past defeats and future betrayals is 
a new outpouring of effort that will weld into 
a powerful and effective force the currently 
diffuse and unorganized sympathy of the Amer- 
ican people for FEPC and provide the momen- 
tum that will carry FEPC to victory in Congress. 
It is to the task of stimulating, guiding, and 
bringing this movement to fruition that those 
who wish to see a permanent, federal FEPC 
created must dedicate themselves. 


Donautp H. RIppLe 





The Well of Gerar, by Reuben Roth- 
gieser. Translated by Harry Schneider- 
man. Philadelphia: Jewish Publication 
Society of America. 287 pp. $3.00. 


As American Jewry is preparing to 
celebrate the Tercentenary of Jewish 
setllement in the new World, this incisive 
historical Jewish novel comes as a timely 
chronicle and tribute to the pioneer period. 
The time is mid-18th century when Jews 
fled the tentacles of the Inquisition, the 
ghetto, economic repression, and sought 
asylum in the American hemisphere. The 
author, Reuben Rothgieser, has carefully 
marshalled his research material, and 
constructed a tightly knit, very human, 
nicely motivated narrative of sustained 
interest. While the movement of the story 
in its first stages is a bit plodding and 
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overtaxed with impeding details, the 
author eminently succeeds in developing 
his characters and thesis with skill and 
insight. He projects the mood of 18th 
century ghetto life in Western Europe 
with all its pathos, perilousness, and 
spiritual fortitude. 


The plot is laid in Surinam where Jews 
had established colonies, the Savannahs, 
under Dutch protectorate. David Nassi, 
community leader, dies on Yom Kippur 
in defense against marauding Negro 
slaves. His young son, Isaac, inherits the 
sugar cane plantation called by the Bib- 
lical name, the Well of Gerar. Thenceforth 
he becomes the central figure, a new type 
of American and, perhaps, universal Jew, 
whose intellectual adventures in Amster- 
dam, Paris, Pressburg, Rome, and back 
home to Surinam via Porto Rico, form the 
essence of the book. Wherever he goes he 
meets prominent Jewish families, mer- 
chants, bankers, and philosophers. In the 
Meuse Valley he rescues the strange, and 
frighteningly ugly, Hungarian Count 
Zahazy and his beautiful sister from im- 
minent death. In Paris he is received in 
Madame de Tencin’s salon where Jewish 
and French intellectuals discuss plans of 
neutralizing prejudice and bigotry in line 
with the age of Reason and industrial 
revolution. 

He arrives in the Pressburg ghetto with 
Jacob Selig, a troubled messenger from 
the Hungarian Synagogue, seeking help 
from leading European Jews for his 
plighted coreligionists, and Count Zahazy, 
a convert to Judaism, who resolves to 
dedicate his life to the amelioration of 
Jewish suffering in his own country. The 
ghetto populace receives Zahazy with 
frenzied joy and exultant chants as though 
he were their predestined savior. In the 
end the Jews pay the price for his gen- 
erous effort in their behalf. In reprisal 
the supreme commander unloosens a 
fearful pogrom upon them which plunges 
them from the height of exaltation into 
the depth of despair, and Zahazy to his 
death. This is the most memorable section 
of the novel, and the most moving. 

Deeply shaken by the experience Isaac 
goes off to Rome. There an elegant Italian 
merchant prince tempts him to forsake 
his religion and his people. Moodily he 
reserves decision as he sails for Porto Rico 
as emissary of his company, and from 
there to the Savannahs in Surinam. 
Reaching home he organizes the defense 
against the unruly Tempetis slaves, and 
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is reunited with his long neglected and 
loving bride, Miriam Carvalho. 

Against the background of economic 
upheavals, interminable wars and con- 
flicts, Mr. Rothgieser projects intimate 
glimpses of Jewish communal and family 
life in major countries of Europe and in 
the colonies. Underneath is a recurrent 
strain of the searching Jewish philosophy 
of survival, a clear realization that Jews 
must learn to depend not on others for 
help, but rely on their own courage for 
the achievement of self respect, national 
fulfillment and salvation. 

The writing in Mr. Schneiderman’s 
translation is vivid and fluent. 


SAMUEL KREITER 





Teen-Age Gangs, by Dale Kramer and 
Madeline Karr. Henry Holt. 243 pp. $3.00. 


I must confess that I had expert asist- 
ance in writing this review. I thought 
originally that I would skim through the 
book; for it seemed at first glance like a 
potboiler to match the headlines of this 
afternoon’s Hearst papers. Then I found 
myself reading every word, from the pious 
foreword by Senator Estes Kefauver, 
through the three taut tales of teen-age 
gang chieftains, to the sociological after- 
word; reading with mounting interest and 
deep disquietude. This is not a catch- 
penny trifle, I said to myself; but is it as 
authentic as the sincerity of the co-authors 
would indicate? Is it as true of Chicago, 
for example, as of New York City, the 
scene of its tense dramas of turbulent 
boyhood? Do teen-age gangsters use dope 
in its various forms to the extent here 
indicated? These and a dozen other fright- 
ening questions occurred to me. 


My personal experience with juvenile 
vandalism was of short but painful dura- 
tion; some of our windows had been 
broken, some plants in our garden tram- 
pled down; our supply of liquor burglar- 
ized during our spring vacation. I had my 
own favorite teen-ager to handle, my 
seventeen-year old son, a blend of intel- 
lectual vagabondage, physical and emo- 
tional ups and downs and star-pointed 
consecration. I showed him the book and 
he was as stirred by it as I had been. He 
pronounced it to be essentially faithful to 
the facts as he knew them from close 
observation in and out of school; but he, 
too, was dubious about the incidence of 
drug addiction, thinking as I did that the 
drama was overdone in that respect. 
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If these three stories were published as 
works of fiction, they would be proclaimed 
widely for their insight, characterizations, 
conversation and narrative skill, and gen- 
eral verisimilitude. All three, and particu- 
larly the unforgettable drama of the 
doomed boy called the Emperor Paro, 
are tense and terrible in the inevitability 
of the tragedies they unfold. This Paro 
was a Puerto Rican boy of brains, char- 
acter and ability; yet he went through his 
young life as the leader of juvenile hood- 
lums and died suddenly and unsung be- 
cause he collided with the older rack- 
eteers. His career was essentially vicious, 
but he, like many other teen-age gang- 
sters, was basically decent. How do such 
human paradoxes come about? This book, 
which should be read by all who would 
do their share to make this mad world 
safe for our children, indicates some of 
the answer. Paro lacked love, comrade- 
ship, understanding, encouragement, and 
guidance at home; his parents offered the 
counterfeit substitutes for them in the form 
of coldness, hostility, nagging, preaching, 
demanding self-righteousness. He had 
nothing to do at home or abroad, except 
to nurse his many grievances. He found 
solace only in his sad world of those 
similarly afflicted. It is time, indeed, that 
the world is made a more habitable place 


for the young. ELMER GERTZ 





An Almanac of Liberty, by William O. 
Douglas. Doubleday. 409 pp. $5.50. 


The opinions and dissents of Justice 
William O. Douglas, one of America’s 
highly distinguished liberals, have been 
noted not only for their keen legal insight 
but also for their steady adherence to the 
fundamentals of democracy. Among his 
brothers on the Supreme Court he has 
stood out along with Justice Black as a 
conspicuous defender of the Bill of Rights, 
standing foursquare against a nationwide 
hysteria of fear and intolerance. 

In An Almanac of Liberty Justice 
Douglas presents 366 informal essays, 
none longer than a page and not a few 
considerably shorter, on the evolutionary 
growth of our democratic freedoms. He 
traces the development of our civil lib- 
erties in England and in this country; how 
they began, how they were fought for, 
how they were won, and why they must 
be ever vigilantly defended. The essays 
themselves range over Anglo-American 
history. In form they are tell-tale anec- 
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dotes, sketches of picturesque personal- 
ities, brief accounts of important events 
and significant incidents, summaries of 
historic laws and Supreme Court opinions. 
The fruit of wide study and serious re- 
flection, the essays sparkle with the luster 
of clear reasoning and noble wisdom. 

Justice Douglas thinks straight, focuses 
on the central issue, and eschews emo- 
tional bias. A firm believer in the demo- 
cratic principles of the Declaration of In- 
dependence and the Bill of Rights, he 
refuses to acquiesce in the use of faulty 
means to obtain favored ends. “The alma- 
nac of liberty for the free world,” he de- 
clares, “is filled with episodes where the 
means are outlawed, though the ends 
sought are worthy. The greatest battles 
for liberty have indeed been fought over 
the procedure which police and prose- 
cutors may use.” 

The value of the book is enhanced by 
its emphasis on the contemporary status 
of our liberties. Justice Douglas deplores 
their present decline and maintains that 
“because of the holocaust that threatens 
the world” we must cherish our basic 
freedoms as an invincible weapon against 
totalitarianism. “The need these days is 
to practice and preach that democratic 
faith. It can easily become the most con- 
tagious political force the world has ever 
known.” He therefore speaks out vigor- 
ously against those who are undermining 
the Bill of Rights in the process of fighting 
communism. He reminds them that “loy- 
alty is indeed a matter of the heart and 
mind, not of race, creed, or color. ... Free 
men have found no alternative to toler- 
ance for opposing political ideas. There is 
the beginning of the end of liberty when 
a difference of opinion becomes confused 
with treason or disloyalty.” 


The temptation to quote is irresistible. 
In view of the fact that the Fifth Amend- 
ment has in recent years become a double- 
edged weapon—a shield for “uncoopera- 
tive witnesses” and a flail for demagogic 
patriots—the following considered state- 
ment is particularly timely: “It is one of 
the great landmarks in man’s struggle to 
be free of tyranny, to be decent and 
civilized. . . . It is part of our respect for 
the dignity of man. It reflects our ideas 
of the worth of rugged individualism.” 
Equally pertinent is Justice Douglas’s 
condemnation of the current use of 
another undemocratic assumption. “Guilt 
by association is a dangerous doctrine. 
It condemns one man for the unlawful 
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conduct of another. It draws ugly insinu- 
ations from an association that may be 
wholly innocent.” The danger of such de- 
famatory methods, Justice Douglas states, 
is that they weaken the parliamentary sys- 
tem and sow “the seeds of dictatorship.” 


The final essay—a paean of freedom— 
succinctly summarizes the underlying 
purpose of the book and makes clear its 
appeal to all freedom-loving Americans: 


Our freedom is the product of countless epi- 
sodes, the gradual accretion of precedents, the 
slow growth of habits and attitudes. No one 
event has marked its victory; no one event, its 
decline. It has been retained or lost, depending 
on the intensity of the efforts continuously to 
renew it—in our villages as well as in our 


capitals. .. . In the days ahead, the dependency 
of freedom at home on events abroad will 
increase. . . . The liberty of one man will here- 


after be closely linked with the hunger of 
another. The world community is more and more 
the testing ground for every man’s freedom. 


Cuartes A. Mapison 





Education of an American Liberal, by 
Lucille Milner. An Autobiography. Hori- 
zon Press. 1954. 318 pp. $3.95. 


Mrs. Milner was for twenty-five years 
secretary of the American Civil Liberties 
Union, a period covering the outrages of 
Attorney General Palmer at the end of 
World War I to the end of World War II 
when the pattern of violation of civil 
liberties repeated itself. Whether in this 
quarter of a century the American people 
have to any degree been educated to a 
respect for individual and minority rights 
and tolerance for political heretics is de- 
batable. The details differ and the victims 
of persecution are not necessarily the 
same, but the mob spirit, whether stirred 
by a Palmer or a McCarthy is equally 
hysterical and brutish. 

A short review cannot do justice to 
this fine book which expresses what is 
best in the American tradition of democ- 
racy. Two excerpts may best exhibit its 
quality. The first has to do with the per- 
secutions under Attorney-general Palmer: 

The pageant of terror grew in intensity. The 
army of spies in the Department of Justice built 
up in the war for Espionage Act prosecutions 
was now employed by Palmer to hunt down 
aliens. To him nearly all aliens were criminals 


and should be sent back to where they came 
from. 


Palmer’s agents in the Department of Justice 
committed acts of crime, forgery, theft and tor- 
ture which by his silence the Attorney General 
sanctioned. [specific examples cited] 

The disgraceful record is long and it is 
significant that the general spirit of in- 
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tolerance was skilfully directed by em- 
ployers to bring labor and unions into 
disrepute, in which respect the current 
charges of communist influences in unions 
afford a parallel case. 


The author writes in summary: 


Hardly a day had passed since the Civil Lib- 
erties Union was created that somewhere in this 
country someone had not protested the denial 
or invasion or restriction of his liberty. How 
could we reconcile this reckless violation of the 
Bill of Rights with our inherited traditions? 


How long would these paper guarantees sur- 
vive if they were not wholeheartedly backed up 
by the government and the American people? 


Those memorable years of the Roosevelt era, 
from the viewpoint of American liberty the most 
hopeful in our time, have given way to a wave 
of intolerance in which many of our basic con- 
cepts of freedom have sunk from sight. Hopeless 
confusion, suspicion and distrust dominate our 
lives and silence, criticism and dissent. We are 
engaged in a witch hunt reminiscent of the tur- 
bulent twenties but now more widespread and 
perilous, with only scattered opposition and half- 
hearted protests to counter the attacks. In this, 
the strongest democracy, men live today in fear 
instead of faith. If a man thinks out loud or 
speaks out against the prevailing orthodoxies, if 
he joins an organization charged as “subversive” 
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or even if he belonged to such an organization 
in his youth, he risks public denunciation dam- 
aging to his reputation, loss of his job, boycott 
from employment, or prosecution and jailing. 

Congressional witch investigations and govern- 
ment probes abridging the individual rights of 
American citizens have created a new and subtle 
terrorism more difficult to cope with than any- 
thing we have known before. One’s loyalty is 
determined not by courts and juries under rules 
established by law but by legislative committees 
and government examiners on rumor, hearsay 
and unverified evidence supplied often by in- 
formers of doubtful reputation. 

If all this sounds black and terrifying, let us 
not forget that witch-hunting is no new thing 
in this country. Our government was based upon 
the right of its people to form their own ideas, 
to reach their own conclusions, to think and 
speak and write what they please, in complete 
freedom. 

This is the concept of democracy which is 
written into our Constitution and has shaped the 
American tradition of liberty. Around this con- 
cept there has always been a basic conflict be- 
tween those who believe in the right of the 
American people to make their own choices and 
those who despite their protestations of Amer- 
icanism do not believe in it. Out of this conflict 
we occasionally witness the emergence of men 
who attempt to tell us what we may think and 
what we may say and, in the name of patriotism, 
try to bring about dictatorial censorship and 
control of our beliefs and speech. They have 
made dark periods in our history. But our in- 
struments of civil liberty, through social up- 
heaval, wars and devastating depressions, have 
withstood these assaults for over 160 years, and 
they will today. Thought control and cowed minds 
cannot last forever in our liberty-loving country; 
sooner or later there is bound to be an awakening.” 


These are heartening words from one 
who has spent the best years of her life 
in the fight for those liberties which we 
profess but which we have done so little, 
most of us, actively to protect. 

Cart H. Graso 





The Literary Situation, by Malcolm 
Cowley. Viking Press. 259 pp. Index. $3.75. 

The Literary Situation by Malcolm 
Cowley, urbane and astute critic of the 
American literary scene for two decades, 
is jacket subtitled by the publishers, “An 
Informal History of Our Literary Times 
and a Natural History of the American 
Writer.” It is all that and so much more. 
In the eighteenth century, which was 
almost as tabloid in sub-titling books as 
newspaper editors are today in composing 
headlines, it would have been called: “The 
Dilemma of the American Professional 
Writer in Mid-Century Exposing the Per- 
ils of Literature, the Partisanship of the 
Critical Fraternity and the Plight of Pub- 
lishers—As Revealed by One of Their 
Number.” 
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I will state plainly that I know of no 
book about writers that speaks so elo- 
quently for me as a writer. I am aware of 
no other book of recent vintage that por- 
trays so sympathetically, and yet with 
good humor, too, the efforts of a class of 
creative men and women, subject to the 
difficult disciplines of their craft, to earn 
a living by their talents without becoming 
hacks, ghosts and hetaerae. Never were 
so many people, from tycoons to taxi- 
drivers, eager for the “fame” that is asso- 
ciated with words in print, and never was 
it so difficult for the creative writer, the 
person who would rather write a good 
short story, poem, play or novel than 
eat, to earn, not a windfall, but a skilled 
artisan‘s pay for his time and trouble. 

Mr. Cowley is neither Prosecutor nor 
Defense Attorney. It is what he sets forth 
in the process of telling the truth and the 
whole truth about books and the people 
responsible for them, that makes his work 
uniquely the story of all word-artists as 
young and soon-growing old men. He has 
a great time breaking a lance on the head 
of a certain psychoanalyst who wrote a 
work treating writing as a neurosis and 
writers-at-large as abnormal creatures. 
Since the good doctor is himself exces- 
sively logorrhaic and has published about 
ten volumes of literary mishmash, Mr. 
Cowley is able to do some fine work with 
the cape before he slays the bull, a feat 
for which he is admirably suited. 

However, he also does some long-needed 
surgery on the “rhetoricians” who are 
now the influential critics and play patty- 
cakes with each other when their own 
and their colleagues’ books come out. He 
vivisects the symbol-seekers who have 
forgotten how to write the simple sentence 
and serve up smorgasbords of smoked 
myths garnished with quasi-erudition, and 
call it “the new fiction.” He explains the 
hard facts of the economics of publishing 
as writers and publishers alike have to 
face them. 


Yet there is no bitterness in The Lit- 
erary Situation. Indeed, considering how 
often the naked sword flashes, it is amaz- 
ing that Mr. Cowley is able to write nearly 
every line with almost an Olympian calm- 
ness. Even in his last chapter, when he 
dares to take a peek at the future and 
suggests that what may lie there may not 
be at all to his personal taste, he does not 
lose his good nature. Our times have been 
“an interregnum” in literature. Tomorrow 
cannot fail to be better if the writers 
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living then will have both conviction and 
character. 

I am grateful to Mr. Cowley because, 
for a long time to come, I shall be able to 
refer to his work as one that tells more 
about how writers get their start, how they 
strive and how they suffer in a commercial 
world, what they aspire to and how often 
they are frustrated, than anything in print 
today. Thank you, Mr. Cowley! 


Louis ZARA 





Art under a Dictatorship, by Hellmut 
Lehmann-Haupt. Oxford University Press. 
277 pp., illustrated. $5.50. 


At the opening of New York’s Museum 
of Modern Art, shortly before the out- 
break of World War II, Franklin D. 
Roosevelt said: 

“The arts cannot thrive except where men 
are free to be themselves and to be in charge of 
the discipline of their own energies and ardors. . . 
What we call liberty in politics results in free- 
dom in the arts. . . Crush individuality in the 
arts and you crush art as well.” 

While Professor Lehmann-Haupt fails 
to quote these memorable words, he is in 
full agreement with their spirit. In this 
splendid study of the role of art in total- 
itarian society he deals chiefly with art 
and artists in the Third Reich, although 
a few pages are devoted to Soviet Russia, 
and two or three paragraphs to Mussolini’s 
Italy and Peron’s Argentina (oddly, no 
mention is made of Fascist Spain). The 
author points out that every dictator, far 
from underestimating the importance of 
art, sees it “as a vital part of the very 
nerve center of the social organism.” Be- 
cause of this concern with the arts, he 
cannot afford to allow painters, sculptors 
and architects to be “free to be them- 
selves,” allowed to work as they please, 
following no rules except those of their 
own conscience. For this reason the dicta- 
tor must mold art “into a completely sub- 
servient instrument,” he learns to use art 
to “integrate every single individual into 
the fabric of the state” in order to build 
with it “the triumphant symbols of his 
conquest.” 

The story told here is a sad one. By 
1933 Germany was second only to France 
in the realm of fine arts. The Third Reich 
wiped out Germany’s splendid record 
after a pseudo-artist who had been a com- 
plete failure as a painter, had broken all 
resistance offered by the representatives 
of art. As head of the Reich, he was able 
to declare that those artists who might 
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paint skies green or trees purple were 
lunatics ripe for “eugenical” treatment. 
Hitler’s representative in the realm of 
art, Professor Schultze-Naumburg, warned 
the German nation that anyone who found 
aesthetic pleasure in expressionism was 
not a German, and that distortions merely 
implied that the painter or sculptor was 
racially deformed. Hitler’s favorite artists, 
the painter Ziegler and the sculptor 
Thorak, whose work successfully com- 
bined the little man’s sentimentality, 
lechery, and hero-worship in flawless 
technical perfection, were the butts of 
many jokes whispered in artistic circles 
which resented the new masters but could 
do nothing to overthrow them. Many 
“Aryan” artists left the Third Reich 
voluntarily because they did not care to 
work in a prison atmosphere. Those mod- 
ernists who chose to remain were sub- 
jected to all kinds of humiliations. In a 
fit of despair, Ernst Ludwig Kirchner, 
one of the founders of the expressionist 
group, Die Bruecke, committed suicide 
in 1938. 

The Nazis made, of course, full use of 
anti-Semitism in their propaganda against 
modern art. The self-styled expert on 
race, Hans F. K. Guenther, linked the 
“exotic distortions” of Expressionism with 
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the Jewish blood of its creators (actually, 
some of the foremost Expressionists in 
Germany, France, and elsewhere were 
non-Jews). Jewish-born artists, like Lud- 
wig Meidner and Yankel Adler, had to 
flee abroad to save their lives. Some of 
the less fanatical National Socialists found 
the party’s anti-Semitism to be too ex- 
treme for their taste. Though a Nazi him- 
self, Harold Busch, director of the Kunst- 
halle in Hamburg, dared to include two 
paintings by Max Liebermann in an ex- 
hibition held as late as the fall of 1934— 
and was promptly fired. Gustav F. Hart- 
laub of the Museum in Mannheim was not 
a Nazi, and had hidden some paintings, 
including a rabbi by Chagall, in a cellar 
to protect them from the new rulers. But 
they were discovered and exposed to 
public derision in street parades, while 
Hartlaub was dismissed from his post. 


Curiously, many works which had been 
removed from museums and other insti- 
tutions on the charge of being “degener- 
ate,” “Jewish,” or both, were secretly 
transferred to Switzerland to be sold for 
the benefit of the Third Reich: at one 
1939 auction in Zurich works by Chagall, 
Modigliani, sold. At the same time, sev- 
eral Nazi leaders clandestinely collected 
works by the same modernists (including 
Chagall) who, officially, were condemned 
by the Nazi Party. 


The situation is, alas, not different in 
the Iron Curtain countries today, as far 
as the fine arts are concerned, from the 
conditions that prevailed in Nazi Ger- 
many, except that the identification of 
modern art with the Judaic spirit is absent. 
Listen to this Russian pronouncement: 

As opposed to decadent bourgeois art with its 
falseness, its rejection of a realistic, truthful 
reflection of life as it is, Soviet artists present 
the wholesome and integral art of socialist real- 
ism, expressed in profound artistic images, re- 
flecting true life, showing the struggle between 
the old and the new and the inevitable triumph 
of the new and progressive, an art mobilizing 
Soviet people for further victories. 

Unfortunately, this “wholesome and 
integral art of socialist realism” is, as 
this reviewer can testify, having seen a 
number of Soviet art exhibitions in Euro- 
pean capitals, nothing but a return to the 
bourgeois schools of painting and sculp- 
ture that flourished in the Tsarist Empire 
about a century ago. To use Professor 
Lehmann-Haupt’s formulation: “Again, as 
was the case in Nazi Germany, this official 
proclamation of the most advanced form of 
art has produced exactly the opposite—the 
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same retrogressive, stale mediocrity that 
characterized the art of Nazi Germany.” 
This richly illustrated and well-anno- 
tated book should be read by Americans 
particularly now, at a moment when ef- 
forts to curb the freedom of the arts are 
being made in the Land of the Free, 
efforts which, in part, can be blamed on 
those irresponsible artists who have failed 
to realize what their function is in society 
—to be wide-open windows onto the Uni- 
verse, to “send light into the darkness of 
men’s hearts,” as a great musician once 
defined the obligation of the artist. 


ALFRED WERNER 





Confederate Agent, by James D. Horan. 
Crown Publishers, Inc. 326pp. $5.00. 


Many writers have touched on the 
activities of Confederate Fifth Columns 
in the Civil War, but never before has 
anyone dug as deeply into their secret 
machinations as has the author of this 
exciting book; and never before has the 
story been told with greater skill and 
effectiveness. 

According to Horan, the various plans 
for sabotage, riots and uprisings revolved 
around the mastermind of Captain Thomas 
H. Hines, C. S. A. This handsome young 
officer had earned his spurs under Gen- 
eral John Hunt Morgan, but his value as 
an organizer and schemer inside the 
Northern lines even exceeded that as a 
soldier, and one had to be a good soldier 
to stay with that famous raider. 


On paper it looked as if the Union was 
facing a serious threat from within. More 
than 100,000 members of secret societies, 
friendly to the Southern cause, had prom- 
ised to revolt against the Federal author- 
ities and free the hordes of war prisoners 
at Chicago, Rock Island, Sandusky and 
other places, as soon as the signal was 
given. New York, Chicago, and other 
large cities were to be put to the torch 
in retaliation for the devastation which 
the armies of Sherman and Hunter were 
inflicting on the South. But an evil star 
hung over these ventures, and something 
always happened at the last moment to 
thwart them—love entanglements which 
caused key conspirators to weaken, in- 
cendiary bombs which failed to ignite, or 
dates which were not kept. Traitors and 
Federal spies also contributed to these 
failures, and the enterprises, no matter 
how cleverly conceived, fizzled out in the 
end. A few boats were destroyed, a few 
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banks robbed, a few hotels damaged, but 
that was all. 

Throughout the pages of the book stalks 
the undefatigable Captain Hines, conspir- 
ing, agitating, bribing, always a step ahead 
of his pursuers, but never caught in his 
clandestine wanderings through Illinois, 
Indiana and Kentucky. The one time he 
was taken prisoner was when he accom- 
panied Morgan on his ill-fated Indiana 
raid. But prison walls could not hold him, 
and the story of his escape from the 
Columbus penitentiary makes breathless 
reading, even for those who are ac- 
quainted with this episode. Real surprises 
too, however, await most readers, as for 
instance a little-known attempt to kidnap 
Vice-President Johnson. The plot mis- 
carried by an eyelash. 


While Hines is the hero of Horan’s tale, 
other brave men, whose memory deserves 
to be preserved, are not neglected. Per- 
haps the most appealing of them is Col- 
onel George St. Leger, to whose exploits 
little justice has been done heretofore. 
The Canadian Confederate Cabinet also 
comes in for its share of attention, and is 
pictured colorfully and in bold strokes. 

All in all, the author of Confederate 
Agent deserves much praise for throwing 
light into hidden corners of history, and for 
enriching it by this well-written volume. 


Orto EISENSCHIML 





Russia: A History and An Interpreta- 
tion, by Michael T. Florinsky. Macmillan, 
2 volumes. $15.00. 


Russia’s vastness is reflected in its long, 
influential, and panoramic history, filled 
with mighty conflicts, westward and east- 
ward movements of soldiers and pioneers, 
a continental thrust against Asia and 
Europe, and an amazingly rich and varied 
culture. Both Communist and non-Com- 
munist scholars have labored upon the 
retelling of Russia’s imperial story with 
diverse results. The latest large-scale 
effort is that of Professor Michael T. 
Florinsky of Columbia, an economist- 
historian, who was born in Kiev, served 
in the Imperial army during World War I, 
and as an emigré turned to social science 
research thereafter at Oxford, the London 
School of Economics, and finally, Colum- 
bia. His liberal point of view as well as 
scholarly interest in current affairs has 
already been evidenced in his previous 
books on Russia, the Saar, and Hitlerism. 

Within these fifteen hundred pages, 
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Florinsky tells the political, social, and 
cultural history of Russia from the me- 
dieval state of Kiev to the Soviet Revolu- 
tion. Although his intention, as he states, 
was to bring the story up to the present, 
he changed his mind when he contem- 
plated the aridity of trustworthy sources 
on the Communist period—“the distress- 
ing uniformity and one-sidedness of the 
information.” Here is the dilemma pre- 
sented so frighteningly by George Orwell 
in 1984:—the history of a nation is lost 
because its very sources have been altered 
by servants of the regime. Where are the 
independent journals and newspapers, the 
diaries, and private letters that the his- 
torians need to tell a full story that is 
reliable? 

The sources for the era of the czars are 
of course infinitely rich despite consider- 
able censorship, mass illiteracy, and other 
difficulties. Florinsky has no serious prob- 
lem in finding materials for the Commu- 
nist Revolution itself, for the first-hand- 
observers, whether John Reed, Trotsky, 
Kerensky, or Miliukov, exhibit a certain 
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amount of spontaneity in their retelling, 
despite their bias. Soviet accounts, faith- 
ful to the immediate political distribution 
of power, have reduced Trotzky to a 
footnote in places where he was a deter- 
mining figure and exalted Stalin where 
he could not have been very prominent 
during the events of the Czarist over- 
throw. The old Bolsheviks who were 
liquidated in the 1930’s have had their 
historic rule liquidated as well in the 
official communist story. Hence the years 
1917-53 belong to the world of journalism 
rather than to solid documented history. 

Florinsky’s account of the Ten Days 
obviously clashes with that of John Reed, 
but it is far better balanced. Lenin is 
presented as he was before he was deified, 
a shrewd, resourceful, and remorseless 
revolutionary, but a human being whose 
errors of judgment were amazingly nu- 
merous. He was ready to withdraw in 
defeat on the eve of the final events of 
1917 when history had already made clear 
his victory. If anything, Florinsky is for- 
bearing in his description of the crude 
tactics that won the Petrograd Soviet its 
predominance under the leadership of a 
small Bolshevik minority. He shows the 
Bourbon blindness and ineptitude of 
Nicholas II and his amazing detachment 
during the period when world-shaking 
events were occurring. On the eve of 1917, 
while demands were being made for his 
abdication and the Russian army was 
collapsing, he could note in his diary, “I 
had a long and sound sleep. . . I read much 
of Julius Caesar.” 

Although Florinsky, no doubt, has had 
many opportunities since to discuss the 
revolution with Alexander Kerensky him- 
self during the prime minister’s frequent 
stays here, he still has a very low opinion 
of him. He regards him as an emotional, 
demagogic politician, full of messianic 
fervor, but utterly devoid of any consist- 
ent program beyond a “shapeless creed.” 

This work gives an unusually enlight- 
ened, if somewhat hurried, treatment of 
the Jews in Russian history, whose influ- 
ence was far greater than their status 
would seem to have permitted. In the 
complex and significant story of Russia’s 
religious development, there is the un- 
usual tale of the Khazars of the seventh 
century who were nomadic tribes that 
became so deeply influenced by the Jew- 
ish traders that they embraced Judaism 
en masse. During the fifteenth century, 
Novgorod saw the rise of a rationalist 
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movement led by Jews which seemed 
close at times to capturing Christianity 
itself. The “Judaizers” apparently struck 
a popular note in their campaign against 
the obscurantism, wealth, and power, of 
the Russian Greek Orthodox church. 


As elsewhere, able Jews became the 
stewards of landowners and powerful 
taxgatherers whose unpopularity was thus 
diverted to the Jews. Most of the anti- 
Semites before the twentieth century 
were usually concerned with the re- 
ligious implications of Judaism and the 
alienness of a mass of such believers amid 
a monolithic peasant state dominated by 
a tiny elite of nobles. Baptism was the 
door to escape for Jews and mass assim- 
ilation was the czarist policy for them. 
Thus one of the worst anti-Semites, Czar 
Alexander III could accept the pogroms 
complacently by noting, “We must not 
forget that it was the Jews who crucified 
our Lord and spilled his precious blood.” 
The author does not wholly neglect the 
economic bases of anti-Semitism, but these 
are minimized. 

Perhaps the least successful parts of 
the work are the sections dealing with 
cultural history. While Florinsky knows 
what he is talking about, he unwisely 
attempts to dispose of the giants in litera- 
ture, art, and music in a few lines or less, 
disregarding the fact that Russia’s literary 
and musical contributions to the world 
are very vital matters to everyone. How- 
ever, it must be conceded that the subject 
is so large that a fully proportionate treat- 
ment of the non-political side would have 
required at least another volume. On the 
whole the books are well-written, thought- 
fully analyzed, though preponderantly 
factual. The reader will enjoy the most 
recent scholarly treatment of major sub- 
jects that have been differently presented 
hitherto (Lenin, for example, did not 
come in Ludendorf’s sealed car in an 
effort of the Germans to break up Russian 
resistance, but was sent by Swiss social- 
ists). It is safe to assume that this two- 
volume history of Russia will become the 
standard work in the English-speaking 


world. Harvey WIsH 





The Measure of Man, by Joseph Wood 
Krutch. The Bobbs-Merrill Company, Inc. 
261 pp. $3.50. 

When Joseph Wood Krutch’s The Mo- 
dern Temper appeared in 1929, the pes- 
simism of the then 36 year-old author 
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created quite a furor in literary circles. 
But world events since then not merely 
have more than justified Mr. Krutch’s pes- 
simism, but stamped him as a modern 
prophet. 

Now—a major depression, a Second 
World War, the birth of the Atomic Age, 
a “cold war” and 25 years later—Mr. 
Krutch gives us The Measure of Man, 
an assessment of man’s situation in mid- 
century: still pessimistic, but at any rate 
viewing man’s outlook not as entirely 
hopeless. 

He reminds us that H. G. Wells and 
George B. Shaw—two of the greatest 
giants of our century—began their literary 
careers as not much less than starry-eyed 
utopians, but ended their lives in complete 
despair of man. If anything, Mr. Krutch 
would have us believe that he himself is 
reversing this process. 


His book is a very severely critical 
sizing up of America’s behavioristic psy- 
chology, social and cultural relativism, 
moral scepticism, and of the value-empty 
materialism and mechanization of both our 
life and our philosophy. And Mr. Krutch 
has the courage to draw the logical—yes, 
inevitable—conclusions from our treat- 
ment of man as a mere machine and from 
the social conditioning process by which 
many of our scholars seem to think that 
man’s problems can, will, and should be 
solved. Not the manhood of humanity but 
the crassest and most brutal kind of total- 
itarianism lie at the end of that road. 


I think it can be said without exagger- 
ation that Mr. Krutch sees the underlying 
bases and reasons for the modern man’s 
problems far more clearly than do most 
writers on the subject. His analysis and 
description of these bases and reasons 
alone is worth many times the price of 
the book. 

But what does he offer as his solution? 
“Salvation,” he writes, can come only 
“through the recognition that the prob- 
lems of morality exist.” Man must use his 
relative “freedom actually to move the 
world.” In doing this he must “rest his 
lever” on the “‘values’ deliberately 
chosen” by him. The application of ra- 
tional intelligence, the freedom to choose 
worthy human values, and thus to change 
the direction in which he is now moving 
—these are the only methods by which 
man can not merely solve his problems 
but remain in any significant sense of the 
word human at all. 

In his enthusiasm for the rightness and 
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righteousness of his thesis—with which 
this reviewer can find little if any fault— 
Mr. Krutch permits himself to weaken 
his case by saying that “many physicists 
have given ‘free will’ back to the atoms;” 
a remark which, even with “free will” in 
quotation marks, obviously either over- 
shoots the mark or is at the very least 
misleading. Although the actual point he 
wants to make by the remark is, no doubt, 
well taken. 

But the book as a whole is so good and 
so important that one dislikes to call 
attention to even such a minor matter. 
In fact, The Measure of Man should be 
read by every literate person; and more 
particularly by psychologists, sociologists, 
anthropologists, economists, and educa- 
tors. Many of these scholars will not like 
the book, which is fairly devastating in 
its analysis of their methods, procedures, 
and mechanistic dogmatism. But this is 
precisely why they ought to read it, before 
men reach the point where “we may never 
be able really to think again.” 


Paut ARTHUR SCHILPP 
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Judaism and Islam; Biblical and Tal- 
mudical Backgrounds of the Koran and 
its Commentators, by Abraham I. Katsh. 
Published for New York University Press 
by Bloch Publishing Company, 1954. 
296 pp. $7.50. 


In Mohammed’s, the prophet of Islam, 
view, Abraham and his son Ishmael are 
to be considered as the founders of the 
Caaba, the sanctuary of Mecca, and as 
the first Moslems. This view establishes 
an unequivocal and uncontrovertible con- 
nection between the Islamic religion and 
the religion of the Bible. It thus becomes 
highly probable that the religious ideas 
and concepts of the Koran as well as its 
legal and moral precepts and narrative 
elements were influenced by the Bible 
and the later religious developments in 
Jewry and Christianity. More than 120 
years ago, a book was published which 
proved with great sagacity that the Koran 
took over many elements from Judaism 
and Jewish literature: Abraham Geiger’s 
treatise “What did Mohammed take over 
from Judaism?” (published in 1833). 
Since the appearance of this trail blazing 
book, interest in Judaism’s part in the 
origin of Islamic religion and its Holy 
Book, the Koran, has probably never en- 
tirely abated. On the other hand, another 
view has gained more and more ground: 
the view that Mohammed has _ been 
mainly influenced by Christianity, not 
Judaism. The American Semitist, Profes- 
sor Charles Torrey made a serious attempt 
to highlight and to accentuate Judaism’s 
role in the origin of Islam and to disprove 
the alleged greater influence of Christian- 
ity. He did so in a series of lectures given 
at the Jewish Institute of Religion and 
published in 1933 under the title The 
Jewish foundation of Islam. 


Not only a critical investigation of the 
Koran itself is required, to prove Juda- 
ism’s influence on the origin of Islam: the 
commentaries on the Koran must also be 
employed. These commentaries are old 
themselves and use sources which are 
even much older: in the opinion of some 
scholars the traditions transmitted to us 
in these commentaries are part and. parcel 
of the teachings and narratives of the 
Koran. The discovery of Jewish elements 
in these commentaries is certainly an im- 
portant argument for the continuous 
strong influence of Judaism on Islam 
during the formative period of its history. 

The recently published book by Profes- 
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sor Katsh has two aims: it tries to prove 
the great influence of Biblical and Tal- 
mudic-Aggadic ideas and motifs on the 
Koran itself, and also tries to show that 
this influence is equally discernible in the 
early Koran commentaries. However, one 
must not lose sight of the fact that early 
Christianity took over not only the Bible, 
but also much of its traditional interpreta- 
tion and many other Jewish ideas. It may 
therefore well be that much in the Koran 
and early Islamic literature which can be 
proved as originally Jewish, has come to 
Islam through Christian channels. On 
p. 39, Dr. Katsh mentions the Arabic ex- 
pression for “repentance” taubah, and 
“repent,” taba, and stresses that it is 
in agreement with Biblical usage when 
the same expression refers in the Koran 
to “God’s turning to man in forgiveness.” 
Indeed, the Arabic word is—as Dr. Katsh 
might have mentioned—borrowed from 
the Aramaic, which in its turn took the 
particular religious meaning of the word 
(which literally means “to return”) from 
the Biblical Hebrew (téshiiva, shiv). The 
Aramaic word which was adopted by the 
Arabic of the Koran, occurs not only in 
the Jewish-Aramaic, but also in the 
Christian-Aramaic language (the Syriac). 
Thus it could also have come to the Koran 
through the latter channel. In continuing 
his highly commendable work, therefore, 
Dr. Katsh would do well to consider not 
only Jewish sources, but also the early 
Christian literature, especially the writ- 
ings of the Church Fathers. 


Meir M. BravMAann 





The Drama of Albert Einstein, by 
Antonina Vallentin. Doubleday and Com- 
pany. 312 pp. $3.95. 


Albert Einstein, already the controver- 
sial subject of hundreds of books, tracts, 
and articles both as a scientist and a 
philosopher is here depicted by a writer 
who has known him and his family for 
more than a generation. The author makes 
no pretense of assessing or explaining his 
tremendous scientific achievements except 
through the testimony of his fellow spe- 
cialists in nuclear physics, mathematics, 
astronomy and related aspects of “pure” 
or speculative science. The universality 
of the acclaim of his genius is world-wide 
and though his “theory of relativity” is 
little understood by laymen its best known 
implications are generally coupled with 
the emergence of atomic power—the po- 
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tentialities of which have shaken man- 
kind’s composure. Antonina Vallentin 
writes of the man, and the citizen. And 
of Einstein, the Jew. Of a man, called by 
Bernard Shaw, “one of the eight immor- 
tals of history” whose theory is regarded 
as “one of the greatest generalizations of 
our time.” 

Einstein, born in Germany, emigrated 
as a student to Switzerland, and adopted 
Swiss nationality. His early meagre pay 
as a part time teacher was such that his 
family had to take in students as lodgers. 
We learn of Einstein at the age of 26, 
still a minor figure in professional hier- 
archy, who shocked the scientific world 
with his first published report of bold 
and novel scientific postulates. Einstein, 
acclaimed for his discoveries, returned to 
Germany. Throughout the years the sci- 
entific world at first skeptical of his find- 
ings gradually recognized their worth. 
The Pulitzer Prize winner of 1922 was 
the man “whose theories can be compared 
to burning flares throwing a brief but 
powerful light on an immense and un- 
known region.” 


The accession of Nazis to power found 
the Einstein family in Belgium. Jews in 
1933 were already openly persecuted in 
Germany. Einstein was a marked man 
whose future under a Hitler meant deg- 
radation and worse. Of the many flatter- 
ing offers to teach elsewhere that came 
to the great scientist from civilized lands 
Einstein chose a call from an American 
university. 

Einstein’s conversion to Zionist ideas 
came shortly after World War I. Appalled 
with the condition of Jewry as an after- 
math of their unprecedented misery dur- 
ing the conflict, and the promise of a home 
in Palestine, he accompanied Chaim Weiz- 
mann—a fellow scientist and a friend, on 
a tour of the United States to raise funds 
for the stricken and to establish the He- 
brew University in Jerusalem of which, 
now, he is the honorary President. Never 
a nationalist he proclaimed that “The tra- 
ditional principles of the Jewish people 
prove to me that it is my destiny to be- 
long to them.” 

The drama of Albert Einstein lies 
mainly in the inability of the man, a 
thorough pacifist by conviction, a foe of 
militarism and a champion of peace, to 
adhere uncompromisingly to the tenets 
of his philosophy. He who was an apostle 
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of hatred of Prussianism, war profiteers 
and militarism in all of their ugly mani- 
festations, the apotheosis of intellectualism 
and untrammeled thought, found himself 
in 1939 as the man who could and would 
crush Nazism and Fascism. Without him, 
his calculations, discoveries, and his in- 
spiration that would harness the most 
competent and qualified brains into the 
manufacture of the A-Bomb, Hitler would 
win. And with that the collapse of civil- 
ization. 

Can he remain outside the struggle for secur- 
ity because his country is at the moment secure 
from a military point of view? Can he remain 
indifferent to brutal persecution, to robbery, and 
to the massacre of innocents? It was the moral 
weakness of the unconcerned and the indiffer- 
ent which ‘together with the terrific efficacity 
of the new technical methods of battle,’ encour- 
aged barbarous proceedings and made of them 
a ‘terrible menace to the civilized world.’ 
Einstein moved, and posterity will reckon 
with his letter of 1939 to President Roose- 
velt as a priceless contribution to human 
liberty. 

Today Albert Einstein opposes conform- 
ity and the pusalanimity of his fellow 
citizens against encroachment of thought 
control by demagogues and the State. He 
would have the world avail itself of his 
discoveries for the welfare of humanity 
rather than the perfection of engines of 
war. A profound thinker, a moral phil- 
osopher, modest and humble he still mar- 
vels at the age of 75 that “the most in- 
comprehensible thing about the world is 
that it is comprehensible.” 

Antonina Vallentin’s book is a contribu- 
tion to the understanding and the appre- 
ciation of a great man of our times. There 
is much of Einstein in her book that 
describes him as a loving husband, father, 
and a devoted friend. In her telling Albert 
Einstein will be remembered as a great 
savant and, equally, as a fine human being. 


BENJAMIN WEINTROUB 
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August 9, 1881 - February 20, 1955 
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has lost a great friend. 


In the passing of Cart H. Graso 
we have also lost an associate editor 
of outstanding literary distinction and 
unusual discernment and _ taste. He 
was with this publication from the 
beginning and was, in fact, a vital 
factor in its inception. 

He brought to this quarterly a 
native ability, enriched by nearly fifty 
years of study and teaching of the 
great literatures of many peoples. He 
gave of his vast knowledge and talents 
freely and unsparingly. ‘This magazine 
was the beneficiary of his generosity 


and, happily, reflected in its pages his 
ideas, his style, and his unswerving 
aspiration for the Socratic virtues: the 
good, the beautiful, and the true. 

His accomplishments had won for 
him national recognition as a poet, 
novelist, scholar, and as a_ brilliant 
interpreter of Shelley. But we shall 
revere him most because we have 
known no other man whose sense of 
moral excellence compared with his. 
He lived his conviction that the di- 
vinest attribute of man is his integrity. 
He brooked no compromise with 
opportunism and evil, and he despised 
sham. He was a liberal and a democrat, 
in the finest sense of these words, and 
permitted no prospect of worldly gain 
to dim his goals or to sway him from 
self-appointed tasks to serve worthy 
causes. He was skeptical of quick 
panaceas to hasten the reform of hu- 
manity; yet he fought for causes the 
attainment of which he knew to be 
remote in his own time. A non-Jew, 
his writings are imperishable testi- 
monials that he espoused the rights of 
all minorities within the pattern of 
cultural pluralism, as a part of the 
American dream. He was a_ most 
charming companion, the very in- 
carnation of good fellowship; a writer 
who was an honor to the craft. 

A noble life has ended. Our 
sorrow is deep. Our finest homage to 
his memory shall be to continue this 
publication in the image of. his ideals. 
This and more Cart Grapso richly 
deserves. And this we solemnly pledge. 


BENJAMIN WEINTROUB, Editor 





